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Find Me (if you can) 


by wawaka 


Summary 


Izuku finds out that he can’t become a hero early on in life. It was simply not in the cards 
for him. 


But, that’s okay! With the support from his new friends, amazing new classmates, and 
suspiciously nice teachers, he thinks this quiet life might work out well for him. 


Oh! And why is his principal always watching him? 


OR: Izuku is an analytical genius, Nedzu takes notice, and canon gets shot out back, 
repeatedly. 


Notes 


Rated PG-13 for Violence and Language 


Welcome to chaos disguised as a fanfic! I genuinely hope everyone enjoys their time while 
they're here! 


This fic now has a Discord! 


All love, aka 


See the end of the work for more notes 


A Simple Bank Robbery 


“That’s right! Keep runn’n, Deku!” 


Izuku raced across the street, waving his hands in apology as a car laid on their horn, and skittered 
into a narrow alleyway. Taking a few seconds to catch his breath, Izuku looked back towards his 
school. He swallowed roughly as Ito-san made eye contact with him and grinned. 


He sprinted down the alley. Izuku let a ghost of a smile drift across his face as he jumped over a 
trash bag lying close to a dumpster. He turned a sharp right, shouting a quick, “sorry!” over his 
shoulder when he almost ran into the barber shop owner and kept running. 


Izuku ran like his life depended on it, when in reality, he really didn’t want to deal with patching up 
a ripped uniform once again. It was only Tuesday, and he just knows his mother is going to ask 
what’s going on when he runs out of sewing string and needles. Especially since this would be the 
fourth time since school started. 


He’s running out of excuses, much like how he’s in the middle of running out of breath. Izuku 
popped out of the alley network he had memorized and ran towards the walled off section of the 
city’s park as he heard heavy footsteps approaching him. Izuku used the last of his energy and 
jumped, using all of his muscles to haul himself over the wall, and took a much needed breath as 
he half-jumped half-fell off the wall and into the shrubs below him. 


“T can’t believe that loser is such a coward.” Ito-san drawls from the other side. Izuku grimanced, 
knowing the boy was wearing a sneer and looking for him right now. 


“Come on then.” A cronie huffs then, kicking at something. Izuku held his breath. “If he’s going to 
run, I’m not going to waste my time.” 


“Yeah. Yeah.” Ito-san agrees, though he doesn’t sound pleased. 


“Besides,” Cronie Two speaks up, sounding giddy. “With Bakugou back in school on Monday, that 
loser will have no chance at escaping us.” 


Izuku frowns, but doesn’t say anything until he’s sure they’ ve left the area. It was true, he had a 
much easier time running away from his... unfriendly classmates today, specifically since 
Bakugou had had a half-day so he could attend a doctor’s appointment in the afternoon. 


Izuku resolutely ignored the fact that school in general seemed to be easier without Bakugou 
breathing down his back and clambered to his feet, groaning and huffing the whole time. 


Finally, when he was more limb than shrubs and less stick than human, Izuku grabbed his book 
bag and hauled it back over his shoulders, unsure of when he had lost that in the first place. 


Sighing, Izuku walked towards the sounds of a hero fight. Loud and bright voices were filtering 
through the park and over the general sounds of traffic. Smiling a bit to himself, Izuku wondered 
who’d he’d be able to see in action today. 


Walking quicker, Izuku jumped up on the side wall, the one that borders the main street, and 
pulled himself up enough to finally catch a glimpse of what was happening. A bank robbery, of all 
things. Still exciting. Perhaps even more so, since most of these fights dealt with a level of finesse 
most heavy-hitters didn’t need to deal with. 


Izuku glanced around, ignoring the crowd watching the negotiations going on. He let himself drop, 
shaking out his arms before jumping back up and hauling himself over the wall. He made quick 
work of climbing up the fence and set his bag at his side, sliding out his notebook and clicking his 
pen. 


Flipping it open, Izuku finally let his mind run as he watched. 


There were three people with masks on, each holding a different weapon. He could see the outlines 
of people sitting on the floor, their backs to the bank windows. Those must be their hostages then. 
Makes sense, seeing as the heroes and police weren’t making any moves to rush the place. 


A police tape had been procured, cutting citizens off from watching too closely. Inside the tape, 
two police officers stood next to two heroes. One man was in a tan overcoat, a hat to match. He 
was talking, gesturing a bit with his hands as he explained something. The other officer had a cat 
head, which Izuku assumed to be his quirk, clothed in a traditional uniform, hands on hips. Izuku 
ignored them in favor of turning his attention to the heroes on the screen. 


Quick Strike was on scene. Her quirk allowed her to have fast reflexes. Abnormally so. She was 
actually a hero Izuku was entertained with when he watched her fight. Her hero costume had the 
same style as a traditional kimono, although her pants resembled more combat pants than anything 
else. She had fingerless gloves that Izuku was willing to bet were reinforced. He’s seen her punch 
villains once and they go down. 


To her left, the one speaking with Officer Overcoat, stood Death Arms. Realistically speaking, 
Izuku couldn’t see the reason for him on scene past detainment. And, if the hero was their method 
of detaining the villains, he should’ve been placed out of sight from the villains. 


This was shaping up to be a negotiation deal, with the way a table and a tent were being set up to 
the left of the bank, right inside the police lines. So, in all honesty, Death Arms could’ ve hidden 
his involvement until the villains made a break for it. 


If the villains were smart, they’d avoid both heroes by tracking their locations. Even if they 
covered both exits, most banks nowadays have hidden exits for staff to use. It happened when a 
villain duo made their way through four different banks, stealing all the money they had on hand, 
killing everyone in the bank so there were no witnesses left, before running out the back door. 
They did that during their fifth robbery, but ended up running right into the hero's trap. Since it 
took the heroes five banks, five separate failed hostage situations, most banks opted to make 
hidden exits, just in case they were forced to deal with situations like that. 


There were not enough heroes or police officers to deal with such a situation if that’s what these 
villains decided to do. 


Izuku frowned as Officer Overcoat held a phone to his ear, annoyed that he couldn’t understand 
what was progressing. 


He noticed one villain, the one with a baton as their weapon, holding a phone up to his ear. The 
two others were standing next to the villain, all three of their backs turned from the hostages. 


Izuku scoffed to himself, wishing that he could force the hostages to start making their way out. No 
one was watching them. He wondered if their wrists were bound together, something Izuku could 
not see forcing them to stay stationary. 


The villain hung up the phone and turned back around, rage written in his body language. Izuku 
tensed with all three villains snapped their heads towards one hostage, a man who was struggling to 


stand. 


Baton villain got visibly more angry (Izuku didn’t know how that was possible) and stalked 
towards him, baton raised. The villain swung down and Izuku winced as he watched the man be 
beaten into the ground. Izuku looked around, annoyed when no one was moving. The heroes, the 
police, they were all stationed at the white tent, not seeing what Izuku was seeing. 


Izuku huffed and grasped his notebook. He wanted to take it with him, but there was no telling 
what he would be walking into. Instead, Izuku took out everything that had his name on it and 
stuffed it all behind the hedges lining the fence he was sitting on. Once he was satisfied, he 
grabbed his bag and jumped down. 


He ran like his life depended on it, making sure his bag was on both shoulders as he weaved his 
way through the crowd. He ran along the side of the bank, grinning when he saw the outline of a 
door. Ignoring it for now, Izuku raced around the corner and set his sights on the back door. 


The keypad was fried, hanging on to the wall only by the wires connected to it. He wondered if the 
villain’s used their weapons or if they used one of their quirks to do that. Ignoring his thoughts, 
ignoring every warning that was going off in his brain, Izuku pushed down on the door handle, 
smiling a bit when it opened. In no time, he opened the door and panted, shutting the door behind 
him as quietly as he could force himself to. 


Izuku looked down the hall, finally hearing the commotion going on. 


!”° 


“Stop! Please, stop! He- I swear, he didn’t mean it!” Someone pleaded. The sounds of a baton 
meeting flesh silenced the pleas, only sobs breaking the quiet. 


Izuku swallowed thickly, ignoring the tears building up behind his eyes. There would be time to cry 
later. For now, he needed to make sure these civilians didn’t end up like the ones he saw on the 
news. 


Izuku rolled his shoulders, mildly panicking because what did he even expect to be able to do! but 
his need to be a hero won out, and he forced himself to take a few cautious steps closer. 


“Come on, Mickey. We don’t have time for this.” A deep voice snarled. 
The sounds of the beating stopped and Izuku held his breath. 


“Fine. Consider that a warning to you all. You’re stuck here and no one is coming to help.” There 
was a rustle then. “Andy, let’s go. We’ve got some money callin’ our names.” 


Someone snickered. “Ill stay here. Make it quick.” 


Izuku crouched down as he continued. He heard two sets of footsteps, Andy and Mickey’s. They 
were walking away from him though, so Izuku let himself release that breath he was holding. One 
villain would be hard enough to get by, but three of them were not something Izuku had confidence 
in being able to avoid. 


Hesitantly, Izuku made it to the end of the hall, ending up behind the register. He could see a man 
walking around, pacing really. He was watching the windows like a hawk, so Izuku made the 
guess that he was one of the villains. That and the fact that he was wearing a ski mask made it 
obvious. 


Looking past the counter, he saw the people lined up against the windows, nothing restraining 
them. Izuku thought that was odd, but didn’t question it too much when he saw the bloodied man 


laid across the floor. His face was already bruising and he was curled up, hugging his side as a 
woman hovered over him. 


Izuku grimaced. The man was in no condition to escape like that. 


He forced his eyes away from them and started a mental headcount. As far as he could see, there 
were about 14 hostages in total. That was- well, that was a lot of people. He locked eyes with one 
hostage, a girl who looked to be in her mid-twenties. She was wearing a name tag, her hair up ina 
professional bun, and dress clothes. Her jaw dropped open and Izuku quickly put a finger up to his 
mouth, not wanting her to draw any attention. 


At her nod, Izuku dropped back down behind the counter and silently made his way under the 
counter. It was built in the same manner as a desk, with the register and computers sitting on a 
jutted out piece of the counter, so he slid himself under and looked around. 


In every movie he’s ever seen, there has been a button. Something that bank tellers can use in order 
to alert heroes about the problem without needing to call 110. It was always red, but Izuku didn’t 
expect that to be true. If Izuku was an architect for a bank, he wouldn’t put such a color on a button 
no one knew about. If Izuku designed the place, the button would be inconspicuous. Something 
most people wouldn’t even consider a button in the first place. 


Izuku reached up and ran his hand along the desk. If he designed this place, he would’ ve made sure 
the button was something others wouldn’t know about, regardless if they were actively looking for 
it or not. Izuku’s finger pressed into the counter and he grinned. 


It looked like someone had the same idea as him. 


He took his finger off the area and saw a dark red rectangle line the area his finger had just been. 
Izuku hoped that this was the button he was looking for and pressed into it, forcing it to go all the 
way before he dropped his finger back down. 


It didn’t matter that there were already heroes outside. They needed more reinforcements to fight 
against this. That much was obvious. Izuku debated pressing it again, but he heard rapid footsteps 
approaching the area and scrambled out from behind the counter. 


He couldn’t get caught. Not now. 

Izuku watched the villain in the room snap his head towards the two who were still approaching. 
“What the hell are you two doing?” He snapped. 

One snapped back at him. “Get over here and look for yourself.” 


With a huff and a menacing, “Behave” the villain started walking down the hall. At the same time, 
Izuku rounded the corner of the counter, making sure to keep out of sight from the man. 


A gasp forced Izuku to snap his head towards the hostages. A woman had tears in her eyes and 
Izuku shook his head quickly, bringing up a finger to his lips. She trembled, but nodded 
nonetheless. With a shaky breath, Izuku looked behind him, noticing that the villain was down the 
hall already. 


Quickly, Izuku slid himself over to the hostages, crawling towards the bank teller. 


“What did you dimwits do?” 


“Fuck if I know! Mickey was supposed to take care of this!” 


Izuku let out a breath as he sat down, hands under his thighs, and forced himself to shake. He drew 
in his shoulders and hunched in on himself. 


“What are you-” 


“T pressed the button.” Izuku whispered, cutting her off. He didn’t have time for her questions. No 
one sitting here did. ““Where is the entrance for the third door?” 


She sucked in a breath and glanced over towards the wall on the left. Izuku followed her gaze, 
frowning when he didn’t see anything. 


“The plant next to the, uhm, the chairs. It has the key required for the door to reveal itself. Only 
then can we even use the, the door.” She whispered back, stumbling over her words a bit. 


Izuku looked back towards the wall and took in the information. There were two chairs seated on 
the far left of the wall, a plant on the right of them. Then, there was a blank spot, followed by a 
sunset picture hanging on the wall on the right. His lips twitched up as he thought about it. 


This was just like the escape room simulations he played for days on end until he accidentally 
crashed the system on his computer. He knew how to do this. All he had to do was apply his 
knowledge to real life issues. 


“Are you fucking kidding me?!” The bank teller flinched at the villain's tone, and Izuku lifted his 
head slightly as the villains stomped back into the main lobby. Crap. He needed more time. 
Preferably, away from their watchful eyes. 


Baton Villain stormed up to Izuku and his heart stuttered in his chest. He didn’t think he’d be found 
out this soon! The man glared at Izuku before turning his attention to the bank teller. 


“What did you do?” He growled. 
Izuku felt her stiffen next to him. “Wh- what?” 
“The vault. It locked itself down once we tried to open it. So, Pll ask again. What. Did. You. Do?” 


Izuku sucked in a breath. That...might’ve been his work. He glanced over at the girl and she 
seemed to understand what happened when they made eye contact for a brief second. Izuku hung 
his head down, ashamed that he just made things worse for them all. 


Maybe everyone else was on to something when they said he couldn’t be a hero. 
It wasn’t that he was quirkless. It was that Izuku himself was intrinsically worthless. 


“That, uh, that happens when the vault is, is opened with, with no security card. Sir.” She stuttered 
out, shrinking under the gaze of the Baton Villain. Izuku almost openly gaped when he noticed her 
blatantly lying to the villain in front of her. 


The villain snarled, hand clenching and unclenching. “So, where is this security card we need?” 


She shook her head slightly, and Izuku’s face fell. She couldn’t possibly be thinking about not 
giving that up for the sake of her life?! 


“Hand it over doll, or that man,” The villain pointed over to the man still groaning on the floor, 
blood pooling around him, with a smirk. “Is going to look like he was merely slapped.” 


She shook her head and Izuku grasped at her forearm, unable to stay silent. “Please.” he whispered, 
staring at her intently. 


The villain barked a harsh laugh. “Yes. Listen to the kid.” 


She wavered and Izuku nodded slightly, determination shining in his eyes. With a shaky sigh and a 
small nod back, she reached into her pant’s pocket, procuring a security card that would, hopefully, 
override the commands Izuku sent out when he pressed that button. 


The villain grabbed the card and dragged it down her face slowly. Izuku felt like throwing up 
when the villain leaned in close. “Good girl.” 


He straightened up abruptly and walked back towards the other two. “Let’s go, Andy.” 


“All right.” The other villain stuffed his hands in his pockets, walking with a bounce in his step as 
he followed Mickey. 


Izuku frowned when they left the last villain out in the main lobby with the rest of them. He had no 
idea how to go along with his plan with the villain watching over them. Even one thing out of 
place would surely ruin his plan. 


Granted, he didn’t have much to work with. He literally only wanted to open the hidden door, and 
move the hostages out of the building. He didn’t know if he could do that in this situation. 


Again, Izuku berated himself for even forcing himself in this situation. He couldn’t do more than 
the heroes standing out there. He certainly wasn’t able to negotiate with a villain, nor was he 
willing to. Izuku was only a quirkless middle schooler, only capable of messing up everything he 
sets his sights on. 


The girl next to him grabbed his forearm when the villain, the one he didn’t have a name for, came 
stalking over to them. 


“T don’t remember you.” The villain growled. Izuku snapped his head up when the villain stopped 
right in front of him. He trembled slightly. He didn’t need to force his incoming panic this time. 
“Mind explaining why I didn’t see you before?” 


Izuku blanked. The one time he needed thoughts to come to him, he was fresh out of ideas. 


The villain hummed to himself and crouched in front of him. He heard a choked sob from 
somewhere and did his best to ignore it. “Well, nevermind that question. What’s your name, young 
one?” 


Izuku took in a deep breath, trying to steady himself. “I- ’'m Makoto Tanuki, sir.” 


The villain hummed, an odd light brightening the man’s eyes. “That’s interesting. Do you know 
what your name means?” 


Izuku shook his head slightly, despite knowing exactly what the name meant. Makoto was a 
synonym for truth or sincerity while Tanuki was the equivalent to a fox, or a trickster. He always 
did have an unhealthy obsession with oxymorons. 


“T’m not surprised. Family history is often lost to the young generations” The villain huffed. 
“Despite that, why are you here? Isn’t school still in session?” 


Izuku shook his head once again and lifted his chin a bit higher so he wasn’t speaking directly to 


the ground. “School just, ah, it let out a while ago. Sir.” 


“And what’s your quirk, sonny? I’m sure it must be interesting with a name like that.” The villain 
taunted. 


Izuku’s breath caught. He didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t reveal himself as quirkless. None 
of the hostages would be willing to work with him then. He couldn’t say anything that he would 
need to prove right then. That would backfire and put him in worse standing with everyone here, 
villains included. 


With a wide grin, the villain leaned closer. He opened his mouth to speak before a phone started 
ringing. Izuku watched the man scowl, pulling out his phone and clicking it as he stood. 


“Heroes. It’s been a while since I’ve heard from you.” The villain taunted as he walked back 
towards the register. 


Izuku let out a breath of relief and looked back towards the girl beside him. She tapped his forearm 
twice and Izuku tilted his head, not understanding what she wanted. She scooted closer, too close. 


“Switch me places. I can’t get to the door, they’ll be watching me the most.” She whispered into 
his ear. Breathed out the words would be a more accurate description of it. 


He nodded. Silently, Izuku half climbed over her to get on her other side, the both of them 
watching the villain like hawks. As soon as they settled, the villain whipped back around, causing 
Izuku to freeze up like a deer in headlights. 


“Nedzu? My goodness. To what do I owe the pleasure for such an important figure to be speaking 
to lil old me?” The villain didn’t glance at them, his sole focus was out the windows. Izuku felt the 
man next to him grasp onto his forearm and Izuku glanced over at him. The man grimaced, but 
nodded at him and scooted closer to him. 


“You got a plan, kid?” He whispered. Izuku nodded, deepening the man’s frown. He didn’t say 
anything more about it though, and scooted impossibly closer. “Then let’s do this.” 


Izuku glanced back towards the villain and nodded, noticing the man was too far in his head to care 
about Izuku right now. They were quicker with it, since the man pulled Izuku over his body as they 
moved. Izuku landed silently, shuffling a bit so his back was nearly pressed against the windows. 


“Oh my. I had no idea you had such expectations from such a short phone call.” The villain 
sneered. ““That’s quite presumptuous of you, isn’t it? Besides, I’m quite entertained with the... 
friends 1 ve made in here. They’ve proved to be more interesting than I thought.” 


Izuku couldn’t hear anything, but the hero's response wasn’t a good one if the scowl on the 
villain’s face was anything to go by. The man turned around and stomped back towards the 
register, slamming his free hand down on the desk. 


“No. You listen to me now.” He growled. 


“Kid. Are you sure about this?” The elderly woman next to him asked in a whisper. He nodded, 
making sure to smile for her. With a pat to his cheek, she shuffled closer and Izuku climbed over 
her, making sure to avoid touching her since she hadn’t touched his arm. He didn’t want her to be 
uncomfortable. 


He glanced down the line, realizing he only needed to switch places with one more person before 
he was closer to the far wall. 


With a nod, the boy climbed over the last, trembling man and took in a deep breath. Inching his 
way, slowly, toward the wall, his breath caught as the villain banged his fist against the counter 
once again. 


He continued, doing his best not to focus on his trembling hands. The villain turned slightly, 
enough to have Izuku freezing in his movements. The villain continued to turn and Izuku sent out a 
desperate prayer as it happened. He held his breath, heart beating wildly when the villain chucked 
his phone, shattering it on the opposite wall of Izuku. 


BANG! BANG! BANG! 
“Police! Open up!” 


The villain cursed and turned his attention to the hall with his other two partners. “Hurry up, 
dimwits! We’ ve gotta go!” 


The villain then made his way down the hall Izuku came from and he finally made his move. 
Izuku moved as quickly as he could, moving the plant off the keypad. He slapped it onto the wall 
as he stood, the thing lighting up green. Something unlocked, a pressure was released, and 
suddenly, there was the outline of a door. 


“Push it!” The bank teller hurriedly whispered to him. Izuku shoved at the door, and outside light 
flooded through. Finally, their escape route was open. 


He turned to the hostages and put on the bravest smile he could. “Come on.” He whispered, 
beckoning them with his hand. 


A few ran straight for the exit, racing outside and into the alleyway. The man Izuku had switched 
places with helped the elderly woman to her feet, making sure to move them quickly. 


“Well done sonny.” The woman praised him as the two walked through the door. Izuku’s heart 
swelled when he heard her. 


More people filtered through after they saw everyone else, finally taking the hint. He knows the 
bystander effect was dangerous, but never did Izuku think it was this deadly. Most people here 
looked like, even though they were scared out of their minds, they weren’t going to deal with trying 
to find a means of escaping the situation. He can only hope this experience will help them if 
something else ever happened to them. 


He watched the bank teller make her way over to the man who couldn’t move. Izuku honestly 
didn’t even know if the man was breathing at this point. Finally, the only people left were the 
woman, the beaten man, and the bank teller. 


Izuku snuck his way over towards the trio and started talking. “Can we pick him up?” 


The woman shook her head softly and the bank teller looked over him, doubt written across her 
face. He frowned, but couldn’t refute that he did not much have strength on his side. 


“T mean, we could...drag him out?” Izuku hesitantly offered. 


The woman looked horrified until the bank teller put a hand on her shoulder. “We need to get him 
out. The heroes will be able to help him once we’re out.” 


She shook, obviously holding in more sobs. Nodding her consent, tears slipping down her face, 
Izuku quickly rounded on the man, standing at his head. The bank teller and the woman took their 


positions by his feet and picked him up. 


Izuku struggled, painfully, as he made sure the man’s head and shoulders wouldn’t drag. They 
walked quickly, tripping over themselves more times than Izuku cared to count. Finally, they made 
it to the door, walking right out. 


“You’ve had your chance!” The villain screamed. Panicking slightly, Izuku slammed the side door 
closed, reverting to object permanence. Out of sight, out of mind. 


He heard a loud roar, some screeching going on, behind the door. The villains were mad. 
Hopefully mad enough to be caught by the heroes with a dumb mistake. 


“Hey!” The three of them whipped around to see an officer running towards them. “Were you the 
last hostages to come out?” 


“Yes sir.” The bank teller responded quickly. 


The man nodded and spoke into a walkie-talkie quickly. “We’re clear to engage. Everyone is 
accounted for.” 


Turning back, the man’s eyes softened as he looked at the beaten guy. “Do you guys need help?” 


Izuku, flustered and under a considerable amount of stress, damn near glared at the man. “He 
needs a hospital.” 


The officer seemed to be surprised, but took Izuku’s place without a fuse and gently took the man’s 
legs from the girls, holding him close in a bridal carry as he walked away. 


“Come on,” The bank teller said as she shook her hands out. “The others are that way.” She pointed 
towards the front of the building and the woman next to her nodded. 


Izuku grinned sheepishly and pointed the other way. “I think I left my notebook back there when I, 
I came in. I'll meet you guys over there, okay?” 


The bank teller looked him up and down before relenting. Instead of a fight, she held onto the 
sobbing woman and guided them towards the rest of the hostages. 


Izuku booked it down the alleyway and took a right, now willing to wait around for more 
excitement. He didn’t need to give his account of anything for the police to understand what 
happened. He didn’t even save anyone. Not really. He didn’t do the one job he went in there for. 


It was only the intervention of the police knocking that let him open the door. They were the ones 
with all the credit to that particular stunt. And the bank teller basically spoon-fed him the 
information he needed for the entire plan to even work! 


So Izuku let himself sulk, even as he ran back towards the park to grab his things. It was time to go 
home and snuggle up with his mother, maybe watch an old All Might movie before he needed to 
sleep. 


Intrigue Builds 


Chapter Summary 


Nedzu finds a new pet project. Luckily, this one won’t be easy. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Nedzu sipped his tea lightly as he re-watched the bank’s security footage for the seventh time, 
pulling up the police reports to cross-reference what he knew. 


The three villains weren’t smart enough to pull off a successful heist. That fact was only reinforced 
when Nedzu was called in to help monitor the situation. He could see how inexperienced they 
were, all choppy movements and rough edges. They didn’t know how to work together and Nedzu 
fully intended to monopolize that. Maybe even create some in-house fighting for his own 
amusement. 


But, someone had beaten them. Someone had beaten him. 


A young, tattered looking boy snuck into the bank, making his way through the dark hallway in his 
generic gakuran and bright red sneakers strapped to him and putting his own plan in motion. 


In better light, when the boy sat himself down next to the bank teller and lined himself up with the 
hostages, Nedzu could see him. Tanned skin, millions of freckles across his cheeks, rough, curly 
green hair, green eyes, and an aura of mischief presented themselves. He was lacking anything that 
solidly showed off his identity. No ID hanging on a layard. His uniform looked standard for over 
half of the junior high schools in Japan. And he never once used a noticeable quirk while he was 
there. 


Nedzu was fascinated with this human. A boy, younger than any of Nedzu’s students, had placed it 
upon himself to...join the hostages? Presumably help them in some way? 


As Nedzu kept watching, his intrigue grew. 


The boy used his environment to his advantage, figuring out how to stall for time and rush around 
while the villains were preoccupied. Nedzu flicked his attention back and forth from the footage to 
the reports. 


The hostages' stories lined up, though not one hostage spoke of the boy who snuck in willingly. 
They all claimed he was stuck in there with him, refusing to let the kid get in ‘needless trouble’ 
while lying to a human lie-detector. That was an interesting piece of information. 


Nedzu had always respected those who earned respect without asking for it. This boy seemed 
comfortable enough to do such a thing without doubting his actions. The boy did what he intended 
to do, quickly, and earned the respect of the rest of the hostages. The way the human operated 
interested Nedzu. Most children the boys' age struggled with being able to comprehend such 
leadership, muchless be able to do such a thing. How fascinating. 


Nedzu looked through the reports, scoured through all of the information he could find. Both to 


piece together the puzzle in front of him and to put together what happened in the bank. He still had 
a job to do after all. 


Once Nedzu was completely done with his comments, notes, and additional paperwork, he turned 
his attention back towards the security footage they seized from the bank. Nedzu pulled up the two 
reports that spoke of the boy the most, and stuck them next to the footage. 


The young boy wasn’t given a name by any of the hostages, simply being referred to as the ‘stupid 
kid’ or ‘troublemaker.’ Eventually, the voice recordings of the villain’s interrogation came and the 
ringleader had chuckled as he revealed the kid’s name. 


Makoto Tanuki. 


Nedzu memorized the name, making sure to plug it into the police database. He knew, logically, 
that the boy’s name was most likely not in here, but it never hurt to try. The police only had 
information about previous offenders, meaning Nedzu was not free to be able to simply look for 
anyone he wanted to as he searched. 


He watched as the system loaded the name and turned his attention back towards the bank robbery, 
cracking a smile as he watched the boy find the emergency button underneath the front counter for 
the eighth time. 


His security system blinked green and Nedzu snapped his attention over to see Aizawa walking 
towards his office. 


With a grin, he turned his attention towards the camera and smirked to himself as he grabbed his 
remote. Once Aizawa was close enough, Nedzu opened the door, taking care to hide his remote 
quickly. 


“Welcome, Aizawa-kun! What can I do for you?” Nedzu cheered out, turning his chair to make 
himself seem more open to his employee. 


The tired pro narrowed his eyes as he walked through the threshold. “You already know.” 


Nedzu chuckled, but stayed silent. He wasn’t going to refute the claim, though he hadn’t the 
faintest clue about what Aizawa might need from him. Nedzu had spent the better part of --he 
spared a glance towards his wall clock-the one off by three minutes-- and blinked when he realized 
he had been analyzing this footage for well over two hours. 


Aizawa sighed, stuffing his hands in his pockets as he plopped down in his favorite chair in the 
office. The third chair available, slightly distanced from the other two sitting in front of Nedzu’s 
desk. It was plush, and, though Nedzu would never admit to it, he replaces it every year so Aizawa 
feels comfortable when he comes to the office. 


Aizawa cleared his throat then, something a bit awkward as he shifted slightly in his chair, before 
placing his assignments on Nedzu’s desk. 


Nedzu grinned. “They’re all finished?” 


Aizawa grunted something Nedzu has identified as a confirmation as he began flipping through 
them. 


Since the man had felt the urge to expel his entire class, Nedzu had invited Aizawa to start working 
on the more administrative side of things at UA. Nedzu knew for a fact the only reason Aizawa 
joined the ongoing betting pool with his co-workers was so the man could pass on his paperwork 


duties, if only for a week. 


Of course, Nedzu holds no ill will towards the man. Not even after dealing with the angry parents, 
the surplus of NDA’s, paying off the media, the hero commission, and speaking at hundreds of 
press conferences. Nedzu doesn’t blame him; those kids merely had strong quirks that got them 
through the entrance exam. 


The children were strong. But the children were not fit to be heroes. 


In fact, because so many of those children were able to pass through with only villain points, 
Nedzu officially established the hidden points system as a requirement. The rescue points remain 
highly encouraged, though they weren’t something the hero commission allowed Nedzu to 
establish as an entry requirement. 


Their hidden points system though, that was a requirement. The hidden points were determined by 
both Hound Dog and Snipe, the two employees that had the highest EQ’s Nedzu had personally 
met. Between them, points were awarded towards the students based on their determination, 
preparation, anything that shows UA they don’t just want to be heroes; they’ ve been taking their 
potential career seriously. Their dedication to their future career could be seen in everything they 
did. That was a requirement. 


Even the HPSC had to agree with Nedzu when he brought it up. If students walked through the 
gates with no prior training of any kind, what was UA supposed to do in three years? These 
students have been training their quirks, and while that is admirable, they need to train something 
else as well. The children need to know they could rely on their body’s strength if it came down to 
it. They needed to know the children were smart enough to think on the fly. 


Of course, only the teachers were given the results for those hidden points. No students were ever 
aware they were being assessed in such a way as soon as they entered the school. 


It was something Nedzu forced everyone to look through, whether they decided to read through 
their student’s history or not. 


Nedzu crossed his paws as he finished looking through the papers. Nothing too interesting, simply 
some busywork that the school needed done. He looked at Aizawa, intent to start a conversation 
that was guaranteed to concern the other man, but his computer beeped twice. 


Nedzu looked over and let his smile slip. There were no results for the boy’s name, which further 
confirmed his hunch that it was a fake name, but that meant Nedzu had no name to use. His eye 
twitched, and Nedzu forced himself to keep his paws on the table to avoid rubbing at his scar, as he 
saw his police database investigation also turned up empty. 


“Nedzu?” Aizawa asked. 
He breathed, smoothing down his fur and turned back towards his employee. “Yes, Aizawa-kun?” 


Aizawa narrowed his eyes, flicking his attention between Nedzu and the computer. “You don’t 
need any assistance, do you?” 


Nedzu thought about it. The extra hands he could have, the extra minds, the different perspectives. 
But, he also knew he hadn’t properly challenged himself quite yet. He had put no effort into truly 
finding the boy yet, and Nedzu wouldn’t enjoy the chase without honestly dedicating time towards 
this. 


“No, Aizawa. I am in need of no assistance.” Nedzu assured. 


The man looked like he wanted to say more, but held himself back as he stood and walked out of 
the office. Nedzu turned his attention back towards the screen, pouring himself some tea as he did 
so. 


He placed the photo of the boy into the hero database, looking to see if he had any connections to 
the hero world. It would be interesting if the boy did. It could explain why he ran towards a 
dangerous situation, rather than crowding around the bank like the rest of the civilians. It would 
also explain how the young boy had the confidence to simply leave an investigation sight. Also, 
the fake name would be explained, especially if his hero parent is somewhere in the top fifty. 


Nedzu wondered who he could be related to, what his quirk could be, what he could do as a 
human. 


His computer beeped again and Nedzu snapped his full attention back towards the screen. 


Nedzu’s grip tightened on his teacup. His smile sharpened. His eyes narrowed. If looks could kill, 
Nedzu had little doubt his computer would spontaneously combust. 


There was no report of the boy, no relation to any of the thousands of heroes in Japan, no 
confirmation of his existence. Nothing. 


No matter. He was Nedzu. Nothing was impossible. All he had to do was dig. 


Chapter End Notes 
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“Mom! I’m home!” Izuku called out, letting his bag slink off his shoulders and toed off his shoes 
as he locked their apartment door. 


“Hey, hunny! I’m in the kitchen!” 


Izuku smiled to himself as he walked over towards the kitchen. He needed some hugs, food, and 
possibly a movie night with his mother tonight and thankfully, she would be home this entire 
weekend so they could spend some time together. 


It had been a while since they had been able to properly spend any time together. With a new case 
on her desk, she had been pulling some long hours. From what he had overheard, the case wasn’t 
supposed to make it to trial. In fact, it was hardly supposed to make it past the initial settlement. 


With that in mind, Izuku did his best to keep the apartment clean. He made sure there would be no 
reason to worry about him, given her tendency to over-worry. He did the dishes, meal-prepped 
their lunches, did the laundry, vacuumed. Basically, anything that could possibly inconvenience his 
mother, Izuku got to it first. 


Izuku also made sure to...mitigate certain pieces of information from his mom in any way that he 
could. For example, the bank thing that happened earlier today. His mother didn’t need to know 
about that. 


All Izuku had managed to do was turn into an even bigger burden for the hostages and 
momentarily made up for what he lacked by being able to open the hidden door. That was it. No 
super dangerous plan happened. No terrible villains beat him up and shoved him around like they 
did the other hostage. He did not come in like he was All Might and save the day with a smile. 


Izuku was fine. Really. Which meant that his mom really didn’t need to know about his little run- 
in today. She also didn’t need to know that Izuku had a bit of a revelation today. A career- 
questioning sort of revelation. Izuku’s opted to ignore that until it makes more sense. Or any 
sense. 


“Tzu, darling.” His mom smiled when he rounded the corner and Izuku felt all of his stress and 
worry melt away from his shoulders. Her smile was always so warm. So inviting. She opened her 
arms and Izuku dived into the hug, cracking a smile of his own when she laughed. 


“How was your day?” She asked, moving one hand away from him to stir a pot of soup. 


Izuku wiggled out of the hug to give her more space to move and walked over to the fridge. “It was 
pretty good. Nothing big to report on.” 


She hummed. “Yeah? How about that English test? Was that today or did I mix up the days?” 


Izuku shook his head. “We took that yesterday, but we haven’t gotten our grades back.” Izuku 
opened the fridge and blinked at the tea pitcher in the door. “I'll make sure to ask about our grades 
on Monday, mama. Also, what tea is this?” 


His mom turned around and looked at the tea he was pointing at, lighting up a bit when she 
noticed. “Oh! That. I made some ginseng tea when I got home.” 


Izuku eyed her suspiciously. “Did- Is there anything else in the tea?” 


She furrowed her eyebrows together, looking confused until Izuku raised his eyebrows at her. 
Then, she laughed. “Aha! Yes, yes. I promise this batch has honey in it.” She winked at him. “I 
made it as sweet as you this time.” 


Izuku blushed, over sheer embarrassment that his mother just said that to him and turned to hide 
his currently burning face back in the fridge. 


They quickly fell into a rhythm when Izuku poured them both drinks and set the table while his 
mother finished up the rest of their dinner. Izuku helped her move the side dishes over to the dining 
table, almost drooling when he noticed she had decided to make gyudon for them tonight. 


The two gave their thanks before digging into their meals, with Inko making sure to force some 
salad into Izuku and Izuku doing his best to distract his mother by asking her how her work was 


going. 


Soon enough, they were finished and Izuku began washing the dishes. His mom had been flagging 
during their dinner and as much as he wanted to spend time with her and hug her, he knew she 
needed to sleep. Hopefully they’d be able to hang out much longer over the course of their 
relatively free weekend. 


Once that was finished and Izuku was all cleaned up, he made his way into his room and logged on 
to his laptop. Sure, he didn’t need to do any homework, but it was always nice to stay ahead with 
the material. It also helped when he gave himself extra time to figure out anything he might not 
understand on the work. 


A few hours later, Izuku rubbed at his eyes, yawning slightly when he checked the time. It wasn’t 
too late, but it was almost winter, which meant it was much darker outside than he thought it would 
be. 


He blinked back down at the last assignment for next week and sighed. He needed to write an 
essay about a piece of art that has moved him, but the only one he could possibly think about right 
now was ‘The Planet of Faces’ which would be nearly impossible to write about since the artist 
wouldn’t let anyone know what it was about until they went to see it. 


It was in the Mori Art Museum, just inside of Minato City. That, by all accounts, would not work 
for Izuku. He couldn’t take a day trip into Tokyo, much less take a train all the way to Minato City. 
Izuku simply didn’t have time for anything like that. He was also unwilling to spend more than 
1000 yen just to get into the museum and he really didn’t feel like talking with people who felt so 
moved by art that they needed to tell Izuku their entire philosophy on life (it had only happened 
twice, but it’s odd that it even happened once, right?). 


So, Izuku turned towards his laptop and avoided looking at the time, since he knew he’d try to 
force himself to bed if he did so. 


He flipped through the museum’s website, frowning when he noticed there was nothing about the 
exhibit he wanted to write about, except for the name. Izuku looked around his room, simply to 
make sure no one was watching him, and opened up his own site inside of the museums. 


Izuku hummed lightly as he got to work, avoiding what he needed to before coming across the 
access codes for their security system. He smiled to himself, remembering the first time his father 
taught him the importance of ‘internet safety’ and how to navigate the internet safely. Sure, Izuku 
knows what he’s doing isn’t considered ‘morally right’ or ‘legal’ but, well, he didn’t want to deal 
with homework and this was the fastest way to solve his problems. 


Izuku finally got through and frowned to himself. He wondered why this was such an easy 
institution to hack, but didn’t think about it for too long once the cameras sprang to life on his 
monitor. 


The museum was fancy. Very, very fancy. Izuku swallowed then. He’s suddenly elated that he 
made the decision to not go to the museum, since he’s sure he would’ ve been escorted out for 
wearing his active wear to the place. 


He flipped through the cameras, smiling at the fact that they had night-vision installed, so he didn’t 
need to worry about flipping on any lights or anything. 


Izuku finally found the area where the exhibit was shown, but suddenly remembered something 
very important; it was an exhibit. Izuku would need to turn on the entire west side of the museum 
to begin the exhibit so he could see what it actually was. 


Izuku sighed, more than disappointed that he wouldn’t be able to actually see the art piece until 
later. Perhaps sometime over the weekend he could hack back into the security system and watch 
the exhibit? He’d just need to take extra care to not trip anything, since human eyes would be 
watching the system rather than robots. 


Izuku flipped through the cameras one last time. Just to see the museum and take in all of its glory. 


The wall of past military leaders and the first heroes, all of their grim portraits painted in dark 
colors. The rooms closed off for exhibits. The room filled with ancient swords and scrolls and 
hieroglyphics. The room with a painting being pulled off the wall by some guy. The room where- 


Wait a second. 


Izuku flipped back, gasping when he finally figured out what was happening. There was a man, 
probably a villain, taking down the very famous wave painting and placing it on a table. The man 
pulled out a tool of some sort and began doing... something to the frame. 


Izuku stared at the screen for a few more seconds before pulling on his hair and letting his jaw 
drop at what he was seeing. He was not prepared for this. He didn’t know what to do. He was 
freaking out! 


Izuku shot up out of his seat and paced around, tugging on his hair until he turned back towards his 
laptop. He should...tell someone. Right? 


He needed to tell someone what exactly was happening and do his best to prevent it. Izuku reached 
over for his phone, but paused. 


Izuku wasn’t exactly a model citizen right now. He was hacked into a museum's security system 
and ended up finding someone who was trying to steal art from the place. How in the ever living 
crap did he explain that to someone? 


Izuku tapped his chin as he looked back. Now that he had calmed down some, the villain wasn’t 
rushing around, probably under the (almost correct) assumption that no one would be around to see 
them do this. In fact, Izuku had to wonder if the villain was cocky and had an extremely useful 
quirk they hadn’t shown off yet, or if they were just plain stupid since they were in perfect view of 
the cameras. 


The villain wasn’t hiding their face. Slender build, sharp features, pointed nose, dark eyes, 
matching hair, slightly uneven jawline. The villain was in a jumpsuit, but something Izuku 
would’ ve called a romper quicker than a jumpsuit. It looked thin and flowy, like it was something 
the villain picked out last minute from their closet rather than something they would get for this 
occasion. 


Wait. Did villains go out and buy uniforms for themselves or did they simply wear their street 
clothes as they committed crimes? 


Izuku took a deep breath and forced himself to drop his shoulders, trying to relax as he shook the 
thought from his mind. This was fine. Everything about this was fine. He just needed to figure out 
a way to report this without being traced and/or tracked. 


He knew how to bounce around a signal. He tended to do so whenever he found himself deep 
diving into the internet, not completely confident that whatever he’d find would be legal for him to 
have on his laptop. 


The only problem was that Izuku didn’t know how to report this. Did he pick up the phone and 
just...tell the police? That would be illogical. They would hear his voice and possibly be able to 
track him from that. Izuku’s phone wasn’t amazing at bouncing around a signal, which means if he 
calls, he’s positive that someone would know the general area he lives in. And sure, he’s in the 
suburbs right outside of Tokyo, but that didn’t make him feel any better about them having a 
location. 


So, no phone. That’s not a huge issue. There are other ways to contact the police. 


Izuku frowned to himself again as he paced in front of his desk, watching the villain as he did so. 
Police had tip lines open so civilians could have the option to call or write out what they were 
seeing. The tip line for the phones weren’t considered emergency lines, which means the written 
tips were probably treated with the same efficiency. 


There was the other available option, which included gathering personal information about one of 
the officers and emailing them the information. That would most likely prove to be faster, though 
Izuku needed to be positive that the officer would see the email as soon as it came in, open it, and 
believe the information. 


Izuku raced over to his computer, cursing when he nearly fell out of his chair in his rush. 


He kept the camera on his monitor as he opened a new browser. He went to the police server and 
began the annoying process of cross-site scripting. Of course, it wasn’t a bad process. It just took 
time to be able to input his own information, weave it into the police’s website, validate it, and 
make it look natural enough so that Izuku would be able to leave his information there until he got 
the email address he needed. 


It took a few, painfully long minutes, before the officer he was hoping for used the police’s 
database. Izuku raced against time to grab any information he could and smiled when he found the 
address. 


Actually, Izuku was able to glean so much more than a simple email address, but for the sake of 
hurrying this along, Izuku ignored the security issue as he hopped onto the blocked off site he used 
to occasionally contact people. 


It didn’t matter why, it only mattered that he could finally use it for good. 


He quickly emailed an explanation of the issue, along with camera footage, and an enhanced image 
Izuku was about to develop as he raced through the process. He opened up yet another browser and 
hacked his way from the police station’s system into the man’s personal computer, opening up his 
email and clicking the ding button repeatedly, so the man had no choice but to look at what had 
been sent to him. 


Izuku already had the email opened, since most people immediately trash emails they don’t know. 
Izuku saw his eyebrows furrow before his mouth dropped open and finally ran away from his 
desk. 


He came back quickly with a detective this time, most likely his boss. They looked through the 
email once again and, for a few painful moments, Izuku thought they were going to ignore him. 


He closed his eyes and leaned back, disappointed and annoyed. After all this time, he still thought 
he could make a difference. He still thought that maybe, just maybe, he could play the part of a 
hero. 


Even after his failure at the bank today, he still wanted to help people with a smile. 
How pathetic. 


A beep brought Izuku out of his spiral and he noticed someone else sneaking into the museum. It 
took a few moments for Izuku to place him, but he finally figured it out. It was a hero. A hero had 
actually come! 


Izuku straightened up in his seat and watched as the fairly new underground hero snuck his way to 
where the villain was rolling up the painting carefully. The hero rounded the corner and that’s 
when it all seemed to go downhill. 


The hero shot a huge burst of controlled wind at the villain, destroying the painting that had been 
taken care of this entire time. The villain’s back and head smacked into a wall and another painting 
fell down, its frame cracking against the floor. Izuku winced when the hero finally detained the 
villain, dragging him out and away from the museum. 


He swallowed thickly when he saw the email sent back to him, full of detailed ways they could 
take him down for being able to figure out what was happening and finding a way to message 
them. Of course, they used words like “breach of privacy’ and ‘illegality’ but Izuku thought they 
were overdoing it with the threats of his own safety. 


Izuku frowned as he closed out of everything and laid down, letting his thoughts run wild. He 
felt...different after watching that. He didn’t know what to call it. He certainly didn’t feel heroic 
watching that hero disregard the fact that he was doing a take-down in a museum. The hero only 
seemed to destroy the art and roughly detain the villain. Sure, they were doing a bad thing, but that 
situation could’ve been handled with more grace than he saw. 


He also knew the email would be suspicious and people wouldn’t like it, but he certainly never 
imagined an officer threatening him because of it. Izuku rolled over, tugging his covers closer to 
his chin as he squeezed his eyes shut. 


He didn’t like how he felt about heroes tonight. He didn’t like how he felt about the police right 
then. He didn’t like how he felt about the villain in the museum. 


He didn’t even know how he felt about becoming a hero anymore. 


It was all so confusing. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Nedzu growled to himself, chucking an empty teacup across his office. 
He needed to know. He would find the interesting boy from a few days ago. 
There was no other alternative. 


Nedzu let himself open the list of surrounding junior high schools again, flicking through them. He 
knew for a fact that most of the school uniforms were the standard gakuran, so he filtered out the 
schools that didn’t require such uniforms. He’s more than annoyed that he couldn’t see what indoor 
shoes the boy wore to school, since most had a defining feature to connect them to the school. 


Of course, that didn’t stop Nedzu. 


He looked into the shoes the boy was wearing. Nothing about the shoes were special, though the 
brand did offer extra-wide shoes, probably for mutant-type quirks that affected a person’s feet. 
Nedzu, after a thorough scrub-down of the entire bank footage, concluded that the boy couldn’t 
possibly have a mutation quirk and went back to the drawing board. 


He spent the entire weekend holed up in his office, going through many teapots as he continuously 
searched for the boy who seemed to cease to exist. 


Even though he had a hunch that the boy’s name was fake, Nedzu didn’t expect it to be this 
difficult to find. Most fake names children use derive from their given names, making them 
become a moot point. He tried every variation he could think of in the citizen’s registry, but each 
result came back void. Nedzu was beginning to hate that word. 


Nedzu debated on brewing himself another tea when his computer beeped and he failed, yet again, 
to find a child who should have been found already. His scarred eye twitched and Nedzu finally 
caved. 


He glanced at the time and realized it was nearly time for all of the first-year teachers to be 
gathered in the lounge. Wonderful. Nedzu jumped out of his office chair and walked over towards 
the bookshelves behind him. He pulled on the English Dictionary, letting the lever do its job as the 
bookshelf’s false back lifted enough for him to walk through. 


He took care of his hygiene then. The last time Nedzu had forgotten to care about himself, Yamada 
and Aizawa forced him to drop what he was working on until he had done so. That would not be 
happening this time. He didn’t have the time to do so. They say the first 48 hours are crucial for a 
missing persons case, and while Nedzu agrees, he’s getting desperate since he’s approaching the 
72 hours mark without a singular lead. 


So, he made sure to pat down his fur, change into a new, much more fresh suit, and walked out 
with a pleasant smile. 


Quickly he walked into the teacher’s lounge and made a beeline towards his former pupils. He 
found them with ease and did his best to seem like there was nothing concerning about what he 
was about to ask. It was the easiest way to grab their attention after all. 


“How ethical is it to...investigate the surrounding Junior High Schools?” Nedzu asked, paws 
clasped behind his back. 


Aizawa seemed to narrow his eyes. Ah, there’s the wariness his pupil was known for. Yamada also 
seemed to be processing the deeper implications of what Nedzu could possibly mean. Snipe tapped 
his chin, most likely not contemplating what Nedzu said and rather how many guns he’d be forcing 
the detention students to be cleaning out so he could leave work in time for his favorite American 
Christmas Special “Die Hard’ which only aired on the first Wednesday of every month. 


Nedzu knew this only because he asked Snipe why he had an issue staying at UA on specific days 
and if he needed extra compensation to consider staying after school hours were officially over. He 
watched the man run from UA too many times to not ask. 


“Depends on what you’re investigating them for.” Yamada spoke up then, ignoring the glare 
Aizawa sent his way. 


Nedzu nodded, contemplating what he could do to convince the schools to let him do such a thing. 
Sure, he could use a work-a-round and hack into their systems, but he won’t follow that particular 
path unless he needed to. Hacking took a needless amount of time and skill to do and Nedzu didn’t 
have the patience to dedicate a whole week or so to looking through their security feeds on his 
own. 


“What are you investigating them for?” Aizawa probed. 


Nedzu’s whiskers twitched, something he’s sure Aizawa caught sight of. With a sigh, Nedzu gave 
in. “I am looking for an interesting mind I had the pleasure of seeing a few days ago.” 


Both Aizawa and Yamada looked over at him again, probably trying to find evidence of his late 
nights and piling frustrations. Too bad for them, since Nedzu had thought ahead. 


“So, you’re looking for a specific student.” Aizawa clarified. 


Nedzu nodded and Yamada looked at him, squinting his eyes. “Right. And, where did you meet 
this child again?” 


Nedzu shrugged lightly. “I simply saw him during a case I was invited to work on.” 


Aizawa raised an eyebrow. “You saw an impressive child during a case? Why is he this difficult to 
find, then?” 


“Tt seems as though he gave an oxymoron as a fake name and ran away before someone took his 
statement.” 


“And you want to meet this child, why?” 


“Because, his mind interests me. Besides, I’ve exhausted every other resource on my hunt for the 
child. Junior highs seems the next logical option.” Nedzu responded dutifully. 


“Can’t you just hire a PI or something?” Aizawa groaned. 
“Don’t give him ideas!” Yamada glared at his husband. “Besides, that wouldn’t work.” 
Nedzu tilted his head. “I don’t see why not.” 


“No. That was a joke.” Aizawa looked at Nedzu firmly. He lifted his snout higher and Aizawa 
clicked his tongue. “Stalking kids is a crime not even pro-heroes can avoid. It’s creepy, borderline 
psychotic, and not to mention, i/legal, so no.” Aizawa explains, huffing at the end. 


Nedzu narrowed his eyes, but didn't say a word as he hummed to himself and went to leave. 


“Nedzu,” He turns around to see Aizawa staring at him. “Can you promise that you won’t stalk this 
kid?” 


Nedzu smiles. “Of course, Aizawa-kun. You have my word.” 


“Nedzu.” Aizawa warns, a bit of a growl in his voice. 


Nedzu simply smiles. “We would be showing different departments for potential future students to 
be a part of. This is UA’s Career Field Day, and the fact that this is the first year of doing so means 
nothing.” 


“You mean, the fact that you planned on stalking a middle school student has nothing to do with 
your decision to open UA for field trips?” Yamada looked at him disbelievingly as he spoke up. 


Aizawa was glaring but Nedzu refused to retract his statement, only smiling wider. “Now, the next 
order of business,” Yamada made an affronted noise, most likely astonished that he was being 
ignored by his boss. “Chaperones or, more aptly named, tour guides.” 


“Nope. I’m out.” Vlad grumbled, pushing away from the table and moving to stand up. 


“Perfect! Our first volunteer.” Nedzu grinned as the rest of the staff quieted. “Everyone will be a 
part of this, in some way or another. I suggest compliance, but I won’t force you to enjoy this.” 


He pulled out a sheet and got out of his seat, jumping up to the table. Nedzu walked to the middle 
and placed it down, making eye contact with each employee before turning back around, walking 
to his chair and settling back in. 


“You have a choice, all you need to do is sign your name in the box you wish to be.” The tension in 
the room rose and Nedzu did nothing to stifle his smirk. “I expect nothing irreplaceable to be 
damaged. Do not damage anything beyond what UA’s budget can pay for, or what Recovery Girl’s 
quirk can heal. Bring that paper to me by the end of the day.” 


Nedzu got out of his chair and took a few, precautionary steps backward. “Dismissed.” 


In a flurry, Aizawa wrapped his capture weapon around Vlad, quirk trained on Yamada. The man 
hissed when Kayama dived towards the table. Snipe pulled out his gun before grumbling about 
unfairness when Power Loader knocked it out of his hand, yelling at the man for considering 
shooting his co-workers. 


Nedzu leisurely made his way out of the staff room, walking through the halls as calmly as he 
could manage, smirk unable to be wiped from his snout. 


Because he was close to finding that boy now. Nedzu knew it was only a matter of time before he 


finally met him. 


And he could hardly wait. 


Chapter End Notes 


My favorite christmas movie is/always has been Die Hard. Snipe likes guns and I love 
him. Conclusion? Snipe rushes out of school as fast as he can so he can go home and 
watch Die Hard whenever it airs. 


ALSO! Nedzu is NOT quirkest. He's just thinking practically. It's safe to assume not 
too many children are quirkless anymore, so that's not something on his radar when 
he's trying to stalk a normal looking junior high kid. That's all. 


Blending In 


Chapter Summary 


Explosive people tend to simply find Izuku. Though, hopefully that turns out to be a 
good thing this time. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Izuku was the last one to leave the bus, bowing to their driver and thanking him as he threw away 
the papers thrown his way during the ride. His weekend was over. It was time to face reality and 
deal with his classmates again and, unfortunately, today he’ll be forced to deal with a lot more 
peers. 


They were invited to see UA this week. Something about a ‘Career Field Day’ for potential 
students. And, looking around, Izuku guessed nearly every junior high in the area were invited to 
check out UA’s campus as well. Even worse, most of them seemed to be in the same gakuran his 
class was wearing. That should be a joy to deal with. 


Of course, that piece of information didn’t really help him much. Either way, he stuck to the 
outside of the pack, far away from the rowdy kids and the slimy teachers. He didn’t know why UA 
had decided to open their gates for the surrounding junior high schools to take a tour, but he wasn’t 
going to question it too much. Not when this trip made everyone shut up about the senior high 
applications coming up. He didn’t want to explain to anyone that he was confused about where 
he’d like to go for the first time in his life. 


“Everyone, listen up.” Izuku’s homeroom teacher, Hanabata-sensei, called out, lazily looking over 
the group. Izuku huffed when the man ignored Izuku’s presence. “Use the passes you got on the 
bus to get through the front doors. Both the gates and the front doors have security, so be ready for 
that. Our tour guide is going to be Present Mic, so move along. We don’t want to keep such an 
important man waiting for us.” 


Izuku’s class rushed forward, through the gates and across the lawn where other junior high 
schools seemed to be gathered. Hanabata-sensei followed them with a sway in his walk as he 
looked around UA, speaking quietly with the other chaperoning teacher that came. Izuku stayed 
put, knowing he would’ve been left behind during this trip at some point anyway. 


There was a large part of him that stared at the building in awe. It was an impressive campus, that 
much was certain. It was inspiring to see the legendary building in real life, not just in pictures or in 
the background of press conferences. 


A smaller part stayed vigilant, noticing who came in his direct vicinity and the ones tiptoeing 
around him, like he was the insane one for wanting a few moments to compose himself before he 
walked through. 


“Watch out!” 


Izuku was rammed into, head knocking harshly against the concrete below him. He groaned, 


squeezing his eyes shut from the brightness that had exploded right in front of him. Something 
heavy was sitting on him and he huffed as he did his best not to die with the extra weight. 
Kamisama, he really needed to focus on working out more when he got home. The runs and core 
workouts he was doing were not making him strong enough to deal with things like this. 


“Hey. Are you good?” Someone asked from above him. 


Izuku blinked his eyes open and almost passed away when he realized it was a girl that had landed 
on him. Holy shit. He didn’t know how to talk to girls. Much less ones who were on top of him. 


“Uhh- I’m fine.” Izuku patted the concrete, finding he could only move his hand and not his arm. 
“T’m very comfortable here.” 


The girl eyed him before she blinked. Izuku was transfixed as her pupils zoomed in and out as she 
looked at him. He had so many questions now, none of which had to do with what forced him into 
this predicament. He wanted to know why she was zooming in on him. He wanted to know if that 
was her quirk. If it was, it was super cool. Izuku was fascinated with the possibilities. 


“Tt’s called Zoom, by the way.” The girl said with a grin. Izuku blinked at her, confused. “My 
quirk. The one you think is ‘cool.’ It’s called Zoom.” 


Izuku felt his face burn with embarrassment and he looked towards the sky. “Kami, take me now.” 


The girl on top of him laughed. “Anyway, sorry about that. I didn’t mean to knock you down.” She 
frowned, poking him in the cheek and wiping off soot on her overalls. “I also didn’t mean to make 
you so...dirty.” 


Izuku finally looked down at himself, realizing he was covered from head to toe in black soot. He 
blinked a few times, simply doing his best to comprehend what the hell would even be capable of 
doing this to him. He wondered if it was a new weapon or something. Maybe a stray quirk from the 
students at UA? 


The girl on him --and really, why hadn’t she moved yet-- snorted. “That was my baby!” 
Izuku choked. “You- you’re what?!” 
She ignored him. “Don’t worry! My babies in the testing stage always explode. No harm, no foul.” 


Izuku couldn’t help but feel like a gaping fish as the conversation moved so fast. “Uhh- what... 
was it exactly that knocked us down?” 


Izuku prayed it wasn’t a gigantic exploding baby or something. He’s not sure he could wrap his 
mind around the idea. 


“Ahh! You mean what kind of baby?” Izuku was sure he made a face, but nodded nonetheless. 
“Well, that there was what I was calling my Residue Bomb!” Izuku’s jaw dropped. “Don’t worry! 
The black soot comes off in 12 hours, so it won’t be that bad. Hmm.” 


She pushed her fingers across his collar, obviously looking at the soot. He huffed and settled down 
further, untucking his chin from his neck as she drug her hands across his shoulders. “What are you 
looking for?” 


She didn’t look away from his neck as she responded. “I wondered how long-lasting I could make 
the residue without any disruption, but that’s just not feasible!” 


Izuku nodded. “So, you need to know how well it’11 do when someone messes with it during the 
whole process.” 


She snapped her fingers, grinning wide. “You get it!” 


Izuku hummed and turned his head to see many students looking at them. Izuku gulped and turned 
back towards the girl with a sigh. “How about I made you a deal?” 


She perked up. “A deal?” 


“Yep.” He nodded. “You can run your experiments on me during the day and if you’d like, [ll 
send you data about how it holds up once I take a shower tonight.” 


She eyed him. “What’s the catch?” 

Izuku smiled. “We get up and stop laying on concrete.” 
“T thought you said it was comfortable?” 

“Tt’s only comfortable when no one’s watching us.” 


“Ahh.” She finally got up, putting her hands on his chest as she pushed herself off of him. Izuku put 
his hands to the ground below him and pushed up, stumbling slightly when blood rushed down, 
leaving him light-headed. The girl looked him up and down before extending her hand. “The 

names Hatsume Mei.” 


Izuku smiled as he shook the offered hand. “I’m Midoriya Izuku. It’s nice to meet you!” 
“You look like a bright kid, Midoriya-kun.” Hatsume spoke, wrapping an arm around his bicep. 
Izuku almost died. “Aren’t we the same age?!” 


She shrugged. “Doesn’t matter! Anyway, I’m going to get into UA’s support course next year. 
Then, Ill become the best inventor you’ ve ever seen |” She bounced on her heels a bit and 
whipped towards him. “So, where are you going?” 


Izuku bit his lip and he hunched in on himself. “I’m, uh- [’m really not sure anymore.” 


She squinted her eyes at him. “That’s odd. Okay! Then I guess you won’t mind if we check out the 
legendary labs UA is rumored to have then, right?!” 


Izuku nodded and off they went. 


Hatsume pulled him closer once they got up to the front door and whispered to him. “Pretend to be 
with my group, since your uniform is covered up. Then we’ll break off from the group.” 


Izuku blanched. ““Won’t we get in trouble for wandering around?!” 


She shrugged. “Does it matter? Besides, I’m positive they have added security here for these field 
trips. Might as well put them to use!” 


Izuku dropped his head in defeat, but did as she asked. It’s just- he had never had a person to do 
stupid things like this with, muchless a friend. Wait. Were they friends? Sure, she was in his lap for 
most of their conversation and he was exploded by something of hers, but he wasn’t put-off by 
that. Honestly, it was pretty on par with most interactions he had with Bakugou, sans the civil 
conversation. 


“Hey, kiddo.” Someone called out. Izuku looked around and noticed the Pro-Hero Snipe staring 
right at him. 


Izuku froze. 


“Hey, youngin.’” Izuku pointed at himself and Snipe nodded. “Yep. Watcha doin’ walkin’ ‘round 
like you just got off from the mines?” 


Izuku blinked twice before giving up on figuring out what the man meant to say and began 
apologizing. “I’m sorry, sir. I-I didn’t mean to cause such a problem, really-” 


“Come on, Midoriya-kun!” Hatsume cheered from right next to him. He whipped his head over to 
her. “We’ve gotta catch up with the group! Let’s go!” 


Izuku sheepishly smiled at Snipe, rubbing the back of his neck. “Aha, sorry about that. About 
everything. Really, I didn’t mean-” 


Snipe sighed and waved a hand at him. “Whate’er kiddo. Just don’t be gettin’ dirt all o’er the 
school now.” 


Izuku nodded his head as fast as he could, bowed, and ran to take his place right next to Hatsume. 
“Was that really necessary?” He hissed. 


She shrugged as she grabbed ahold of his bicep once again. “Doesn’t matter. Besides, we need to 
go now, unless we want Todoroki-sensei to catch us sneaking away.” 


Izuku looked to see a nice-looking woman with white hair, red streaks throughout it, standing in 
front of a group of kids, all dressed in the same blazer and black undershirt Hatsume was in. They 
also had dress pants on, though Hatsume seemed to be in overalls. He wondered how she got away 
with that. 


She tugged on his arm and together, they slipped around the corner, avoiding the groups as they 
made their way closer towards the stairwell. 


“Down?” Izuku asked. 


Hatsume nodded and he led them down the stairs, acting as casual as he possibly could while being 
completely covered from head-to-toe in black soot and a maniacal girl hanging off of his arm. 


“Look!” She squealed, pulling him along as they reached the basement. 


The hallway was long, with large heavy-duty doors indicating where the classrooms were. On the 
left side were just doors, but on the right, windows showed off very impressive lab set-ups. Even 
Izuku couldn’t help but let his jaw drop slightly at the sight. It was interesting and a few desks had 
a personalized name tag hanging off of them. Projects and half-built inventions were sitting on 
desktops. Another lab showed off an impressive blueprint storage box, with what seemed like 
hundreds more decorating the walls and ceiling. 


“Woah.” Izuku whispered. 


“Mhmm.” Hatsume nodded as she tugged him along and used her quirk to zoom in and out on 
different parts of the lab. 


Izuku watched her, wondering to himself about everything her quirk was capable of. It was an 


impressive quirk and he had to wonder if she used it for fine detail work when she was inventing. 
Maybe the goggles resting on her forehead helped her quirk in some way? What were the 
repercussions of having an eyesight-based quirk anyway? Dry-eye? Migraines? How often could 
she use her quirk before those repercussions started to hinder her work? 


Izuku heard Hatsume huff and turn towards him. “T’I] make you a deal.” 
“Uh, okay?” Izuku responded eloquently. 
“You tell me what your quirk is and [’Il answer your questions!” She grinned. 


Izuku almost had a heart attack. He had said all of that out loud?! In front of her?! He was going to 
die. 


“T don’t know why you would die, but don’t.” Hatsume said simply as she turned her attention 
back towards the lab they were in front of. “This school is so clean and besides, if you keeled over, 
I’m positive we’d be in trouble for more than just sneaking away.” 


Izuku nodded, content with her logic and took a few deep breaths before finally ripping off the 
bandaid. “Right. Well, my quirk is- erm, I don’t... have one.” 


Hatsume blinked twice before a grin split across her face. “New deal!” Izuku nearly flinched. “You 
help me test all of my babies and I let you analyze them. That’s a pretty good deal if I do say so 
myself. The market will be booming with my inventions soon enough and you’ll be the only person 
to know the inner workings! Are you interested?” 


Izuku stared at her. He really looked at the girl in front of him. The one who didn’t seem put off by 
his quirklessness, the one who essentially bombed him a few hours ago and if he was correct, 
might bomb him again with something she’s been tinkering with since they got down here. Then, 
he thought about it. 


Sure, he didn’t analyze much past quirks, but it would never hurt him to analyze machines, 
inventions, and the support world in general. If anything, that knowledge would benefit him. It was 
a win-win and Izuku had long since learned how to spot any malicious intent from his peers. She 
didn’t fit that profile. 


“Td, uh-” Izuku cleared his throat, glancing away when Hatsume didn’t stop looking at him. “I 
would like that, Hatsume-chan. Deal.” 


Hatsume grabbed his hand and shook it vigorously as Izuku tried and failed to keep up with her. 
“You won’t regret this! Promise!” Hatsume cheered as he was tugged down to look at another lab. 


A few people walked by them then and Izuku straightened up, freaking out when an older boy 
winked at them as he walked past. Oh my kami, they knew they were sneaking around, didn’t they? 


“You know, I don’t know why you don’t just go into support like me.” Hatsume mused as she 
pulled apart a watch. 


Izuku pretended it was a watch she found on the pristine floor instead of pickpocketed from the 
group that passed them a few seconds ago. “I don’t really know about that-” 


“Why not, Midoriya?” She turned towards him and tilted her head as she knocked his head. 
“You’ve obviously got a big brain up there! So, why not use it? You analyze things, and the 
support course has a division tailored for future analysts. Rumor has it that they work closely with 


the Management kids too. That’ll be good brownie points to have when you get out in the field.” 
Izuku nodded along as Hatsume kept ranting, but he was honestly stuck on what he just heard. 


UA has a course dedicated to something Izuku had spent his entire life being made fun of for. He’s 
positive there’ll be something he’ Il need to be able to do mechanically to even be considered for 
the position, but he’s positive that he could do it. 


UA’s entrance exams were in approximately fourteen months. He had a little over a year to figure 
out how to create something and learn what he needed to do to get into the class. 


Izuku spent the rest of the day pondering to himself what he could do. He needed to research, of 
course, but he wanted to make something that was solely him. Something he could see himself 
using or wearing. Something that could help people as soon as it was on the market. 


Izuku kept planning as they walked out of the school, not pausing at the buses, where Hatsume 
menacingly threatened him if he didn’t text her and broke off from him to join her own group. 
Izuku nodded, ignoring the fact that he didn’t see Aldera’s bus anywhere and kept walking. He’s 
sure that he could do well in the support course, especially since they supported others. They 
supported heroes, hero agencies, things like that. He’d be helping the people that help people and 
he’s only ever wanted to help someone. 


So, with a brand new goal in mind and a new number weighing heavily in his phone, Izuku took 
off towards his house, excited to see what his future could hold. 


Chapter End Notes 


Please know, I am cackling at the idea of Mei blasting Izuku right before Nedzu has a 
chance to see him. It's still so fucking funny to me, every time I read through this to 
check grammar, I die of laughter thinking about how Nedzu is going to feel about this 
Imao 


Standing Out 


Chapter Summary 


Nedzu can’t possibly be losing fur over this. Right?? 


Chapter Notes 

See the end of the chapter for notes 
“Alright.” Nedzu said as he walked through the door, clapping his paws together to turn on the 
projection. 
“Please, no.” Vlad whispered as the camera feed popped up. 


Nedzu ignored him. “My initial search to locate Makoto Tanuki was unsuccessful.” He clicked the 
remote in his hand and showed off the enhanced picture of the child in the corner. “Because of this, 
I’ve decided to allow all of you to find the boy with me.” 


Aizawa groaned, letting his head fall onto the coffee table. Yamada flailed around him, trying to 
get Aizawa to show any sign of life when Kayama seemed concerned. 


All reactions Nedzu prepared for. Everything was going to plan. Good. 


“Are you sure you need to be looking for a kid this...intently?”’ Maijima asked, glancing between 
the cameras and Nedzu’s enhanced image of the boy. 


Nedzu shrugged. “I have been unable to find the boy using traditional methods, so-” 


“Sorry. I’m sorry to interrupt, but what kind of traditional...information gathering did you do on 
this kid?” 


Nedzu sent a sharp look over to Yamada, but rolled his shoulders and calmly explained. “I looked 
through every available database, including the civilian’s registry, but have not been able to find 
him. That is why I’ve resorted to such nontraditional measures to find him.” 


“Wai- what?!” Yamada looked at him incredulously as he stopped concerning himself with what 
Aizawa was doing. “You’ve looked through the citizen’s registry and were still unable to find 
him?” 


“Yamada!” Kayama scolded. “Don’t sound so impressed!” 


Nedzu nodded towards his pupil. “Obviously, his identity is being hidden, and while I am 
interested in finding out why, I’m more interested in finding the child.” 


Snipe walked through the door, made a show of looking around the room before shaking his head 
and waltzing out. Nedzu couldn’t hold it against the man, but he did make sure to remember to 
force Snipe to take care of detentions in three Wednesdays for his dramatics. 


“Maybe you just imagined this kid, huh?” Maijima said, laughing lightly. 


Nedzu damn near growled. “I am incapable of that level of imagination. Now, help me find him.” 
“Nedzu-” 


“Aizawa-kun, if you want to keep your paycheck for the month, I’d consider one of two options. 
Either avoid me or help me. Which would you like?” 


Nedzu turned to see Aizawa flicking his eyes back and forth between himself and Maijima, only 
for him to shake his head and walk towards the coffee machine. “I'll keep the paycheck and only 
speak when spoken to.” 


With a sharp nod and an even sharper grin, Nedzu turned his full attention back to Maijima. 


His employee took in a shaky breath as he reached for a notebook, pointing a pencil towards the 
camera feed. “Yeah, yeah. I get it. We’ ll look for the kid.” 


Nedzu nodded sharply and began playing a few clips. 


“So, not to be a bother,” Vlad pointed with his pen, squinting at the cameras. “But, does anyone 
else want to know why there’s so many cameras in the front lawn?” 


Nedzu glanced at the man, but said nothing as he went back to focusing on the cameras once again. 
He didn’t feel the need to answer the question and he’s positive his lack of a verbal response was 
all Vlad needed to understand. He grinned as the lounge went quiet and it took a few minutes 
before anyone else decided to speak up. 


“Hey,” Yamada called out. “How do you know you invited the right schools this week?” 


Nedzu hummed. That was a good question. “In the picture, the child is wearing a standard gakuran, 
and I invited all junior high schools that required such uniforms in the Tokyo area. Of course, I 
couldn’t be positive, but the boy is lacking a bag to carry his school materials approximately 15 
minutes after school lets out, which indicates he was able to drop his things off at home first, or he 
knew the area well enough to place his things down before he went in.” 


Yamada tapped his pen against his notepad a few times as he chewed on his lip. Nedzu found 
himself leaning forward in anticipation. He wanted to know what someone else thought about this. 


“Some children are stupid.” Aizawa pointed out. “Especially ones that involve themselves with 
bank robberies.” 


Yamada nodded. “He’s right. The theory is sound, though I wouldn’t officially cross off schools 
farther away.” 


“Oh! You could look into students who left school early that day, couldn’t you?” Kayama tapped 
her chin. “I’m not sure that’d be too efficient time-wise though.” 


Nedzu hummed as he considered it. It would take quite a bit of work to figure out if a student left 
school early that day, especially so when he’s cross-referencing between so many different junior 
highs throughout the country. No. Nedzu would rather take his chances on a district level rather 
than search the whole country. 


“You’ve obviously chosen to invite third-year students. Do you have an age estimate as well?” 
Yamada asked. 


Nedzu grinned. “According to my intensive research this week, that boy is either in his second or 


third year of junior high, based off of his body language, his body in general, as well as his skin 
and-” 


“Don’t tell me you enhanced that image to study a child’s skin?” Maijima groaned out, dragging a 
hand down his face. 


Nedzu crossed his arms. “What is the issue with doing such a thing?” 


Maijima made a concerning sound that sounded like a teapot whistling as he stood. Nedzu watched 
him walk over to a wall and knock his head against it, which prompted Aizawa to nod at the man, 
like the gesture meant something Nedzu wasn’t privy to. He glared. 


“Okie-dokie!”” Yamada cheered. Nedzu flipped his attention back to his old pupil. “So, it doesn’t 
look like I’ve seen him yet. Though, I wonder who that could be.” 


Yamada pointed and Nedzu saw what he was looking at. Two, very dirty children walking the 
support course halls. One had a maniacal glint on her eyes as she bounced around, dragging a boy 
the same height as her around. 


They went through the halls, covered from head to toe in some type of soot, avoiding teachers and 
groups of students. They snuck their way through the support course, then proceeded to walk away 
after walking around the labs. 


Nedzu clicked the remote and the cameras followed the pair, fast-forwarding until the girl set 
something off at lunch, resulting in four other students being covered in the same substance and 
the boy eating in front of her being covered with it once again. 


Though Nedzu could feel a small curious part pull towards them, he knew they weren’t who he 
was looking for. He turned back towards Yamada, who was nodding and crossing something out of 
his notebook. 


“Sorry, Nedzu. I just thought his uniform was different than hers, but he most likely took his blazer 
off to avoid her explosive inventions.” Yamada tapped his pen against his chin. “I know the 
blazer’s at UA hold on to soot longer than any of our other clothes, so it makes sense that he would 
figure something like that out being friends with her.” 


“Tt also doesn’t help that she seems to be in overalls.” Kayama added on. 


Nedzu nodded along and turned back towards the cameras. “A sound theory, Yamada-kun. Thank 
you for your insight.” 


“Stalkers.” Maijima whispered under his breath. 


Nedzu made a mental note to put the explosive girl in his homeroom for that comment. If she 
planned on applying. Who is he kidding, so many applicants tried for UA, he’s sure he’d be 
genuinely surprised if she opted to apply somewhere else, especially with her wandering around 
the school as if she was scoping out future labs to work in. 


“Are any of you paying attention?’ Vlad exasperatedly snapped. Aizawa sighed. “Look at that! 
Who explodes things in UA? Is no one going to question that?” 


Nedzu shrugged. 


“Tf it doesn’t matter to the boss, it doesn’t matter to us.” Kayama spoke grimly. 


Yamada nodded. “The effects of capitalism haunt us.” 

“Oh for fucks sake, you two.” Maijima rolled his eyes. “We have collective capitalism.” 
“Basically the same thing.” Kayama argued. 

Maijima threw his pencil at her. “You’re a teacher, not an idiot. Don’t act like one.” 


“Maijima,” Yamada sang with a grin. “11th and 5th, every Friday after midnight.” The man paled 
and Nedzu smiled , though he had no idea what his pupil just threatened the man with. Hopefully 
something Nedzu could learn about sooner rather than later. 


With a smirk, Yamada went back to analyzing the footage in front of him, Kayama following along 
with her friend. Aizawa stared for a second, but shrugged and went back to looking through the 
cameras as well while Maijima visibly buffered. 


Nedzu flipped back through the cameras, trying to find different groups to look through, and raised 
an eyebrow when Ectoplasm coughed at his desk. 


“If there’s no way to get out of this,” Ectoplasm started, hesitating for a second longer. He looked 
regretful and Nedzu saw Maijima shaking his head out of the corner of his eye. “Well, have you 
tried going through public junior high yearbooks?” 


Nedzu almost gave his employee a raise as he raced back to his office, uncaring of the pale faces 
left behind in the teacher’s lounge. 


Nedzu had a new lead. 


Chapter End Notes 


I know I’m probably dragging this out, but seeing Nedzu become more and more 
unhinged is something that has always entertained me, so here we go. Also, even Iam 
not immune to the MC’s plot armor and this is how the story is writing itself, so 
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Also, I did make Yamada and Aizawa past pupils of Nedzus (if that wasn't obvious). 
Aizawa, it seems obvious as to why I think he could’ ve been taught by the rat. He’s 
super analytical and critical. Yamada on the other hand, is absolutely feral and I feel 
like Nedzu would’ ve nurtured that shit. 


Obliviousness at its Finest 


Chapter Summary 


Izuku is now friends with Mei. He also, coincidentally, sees villains every time he 
goes on a run. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“See you tomorrow, mama!” Izuku raced out the door, kissing his mom on the cheek as he left. 


She chuckled at his enthusiasm, but he couldn’t help it. He was going to be training with Hatsume 
today! 


Over the past few months, Izuku had been working non-stop on blueprints and potential inventions. 
He was also looking through forums online and matching their analysis formats to his own. 


Usually, his analysis books are merely sketches with thoughts. Nothing of too much substance, just 
throwing relevant information on the same page and calling it a day. 


He wasn’t drawing conclusions from it, though it wouldn’t take long. He didn’t have a data 
section, a summary section, anything like that. But, he was fixing that. He got two more notebooks 
and has spent his time switching up formats and differentiating the layers he could use. 


He still loves writing around a sketch, but the paragraphs of conclusions and data take too much 
room. He still hasn’t found the best solution for it yet, but at least his problem is having too much 
information now! 


And! Hatsume has been helping him with hands-on learning. More accurately, she’s been making 
him an assistant to her projects, as well as her test dummy, but Izuku couldn’t complain. He liked 
learning, no matter how. 


Besides, all of this has been helping Izuku gain some muscle. He was sore for the first few weeks 
working with Hatsume and that’s when he realized how much of his body he was neglecting in his 
workouts. Sure, he ran every morning and he did every core exercise he could at home, but he 
never worked out like the guys in the gyms did. 


That inspired him to figure out a good spot to begin training his body. He was a bit self-conscious, 
especially compared to the stickers of buff guys posing in the windows of all the local gyms. He 
wanted to get better and be strong like those guys, but that scared him. The idea of going into a 
gym and being the weakest one there. 


So gyms were crossed off from his list. At least, for now. Once he builds up what he needs to, he 
wants to check out a gym and see what they have to offer. 


Instead, Izuku set his sights on something Hatsume actually pointed out to him. 


At first he just thought it was a trash beach. The place was gross and he remembered walking past 
it a few times when he came to the east side of the city. Then, Hatsume told him that the beach was 


where she got all of her extra materials and it was super gross digging through all of the trash to 
find what she needed, but it worked. 


Which gave him the idea. He could clean up the beach for her! 


He told Hatsume, who immediately threw gloves and overalls and hats at him. Apparently she had 

sewn rubber-like material on the outside to prevent anything ruining the clothes and protect herself. 
And, of course, since they were the same height, she found no issue loaning her clothes to him and 

Izuku couldn’t find a good enough reason to refute the offer. 


During the time Izuku spends cleaning the beach, Izuku has found a brand-new appreciation for 
trash cans and street cleaners. The beach was gross, he wasn’t sure if the sand would revert back to 
its normal state once it’s all clear or if it will always be stained due to the amount of gross things 
that have happened on that beach. 


At least he can feel the physical effects. There was something that made him feel accomplished, 
even with all the aches and pains tormenting his muscles. 


Izuku blinked himself out of his thoughts and smiled once he realized he had already had it to 
Hatsumes. It was a nice townhouse, though he hadn’t ever actually gone inside the house. He 
hopped over the locked gate and made his way over towards the shop Hatsume had built with her 
father when she was younger. Walking around the side, he smiled. Izuku knocked twice on the 
garage door with his foot, doing his best not to look like a burglar when he grabbed the bottom of 
the door and lifted it. 


“Midori!” Hatsume cheered right as she knocked her welding mask in place and turned on the stick 
welder. 


He rolled his eyes as he stepped over the ‘boogie-trap’ and let the garage door slide back down. 
The lights around the shop were lit up, so Izuku had no issue walking over towards the corner full 
of blueprints and grabbing the one he had been working on a few days ago. He thinks he finally 
found the issue he was having. 


He wanted to build something small first, so he decided on a knife set. 


The design was actually modeled based on his hand placement rather than size so he wouldn’t have 
any issues holding it, even as he grew into them. The problem was, he did not have enough 
experience in knifemaking to be able to make a to-scale sketch of what he was planning. He’s 
simply never used math to do something like this. 


But! That’s all this process was! Math! And Izuku could do that. He unscrewed the top of the tube, 
turning it over so the blueprint would fall onto the spare desktop Hatsume had in here. 


He opened up the prints and moved small weights to the corners, admiring the designs he already 
had sketched out. Izuku was planning on turning the tanto into a throwing knife. The tanto 
interested Izuku specifically because of the different types of blades it had. The sword's length 
ranged between long and short. The blade type ranged between double-edged and blunt. 


It was a fascinating weapon and he could incorporate it into a type of martial arts he’s been 
wanting to learn for a while. Modern Arnis was a martial art that used sticks, machetes, and knives 
to defend themselves, including the tanto. 


“Don’t scream!” Hatsume warned. 


Izuku squeezed his eyes shut, letting the familiar coat of dust and grime fall onto him as she threw 


a metal dome over the explosive blast. Thankfully she covered it in time so there was no real 
reason to protect his eyesight, but still. Once it happened, Izuku learned to never question it if 
Hatsume is advising people away from her explosions. 


Those tend to have a reason to explode rather than them simply being in the ‘explosive’ stage. 


Izuku blinked his eyes back open, grinning when he realized it was another soot bomb. At least he 
had the sense to keep the protective cover laying over the blueprints as he worked today. He took a 
hidden cloth and wiped off what he could before reaching for the diluted solution. Once that was 
all clean, he looked over to make sure Hatsume was actually all right after that, snickering a bit 
when he saw her. 


She was covered in the stuff, pouting considerably. She shook herself, making Izuku laugh when a 
hue of black surrounded her. 

“No laughing! This is the creative process!” 
threateningly. 


Hatsume glared at him, picking up a wrench 


He raised his hands in surrender with a grin. “I would never laugh at the creative process.” 
She huffed. “Liar.” 
Izuku shrugged. “Yeah.” 


They worked together in silence after that. He did the calculations he needed to, wishing he could 
bang his head through a wall by the time the numbers actually worked together and made sense. 
Izuku was positive the sun had already gone down and he wasted no time storing his blueprints 
back in their spots. He wiped down the table, cringing when he finally took notice of the amount of 
pen shreds surrounding him along with the snapped off pieces of lead digging into the desk. 
Whoops. 


Izuku grabbed his backpack and tossed it over towards the couch. He pulled on his hoodie and 
grabbed his phone as Hatsume finished up her piece. 


“Are you going for a run before we study?” She called out, putting away her blowtorch. 
Izuku smiled. “Yeah. I wanna get this in before midnight hits.” 
With her nod, Izuku made his way out of the garage, smiling as the sun began to set. 


He ran around the east side, admiring the beauty of the area. During his circle, he ran close to the 
route he took home and startled when a shout came out from the alley he had just passed. Izuku ran 
in place for a second before cautiously backing up, peering down the dark area. 


“Did you really think you could take me on?” Someone snarled, low and gravely. 


Izuku groaned. Why did this happen every time he went on a run now? “Hey! What do you think 
you’re doing?!” 


He couldn’t see much, but he could hear a surprised, “wha-” followed by the sound of someone 
punching the living daylights out of them. They dropped and Izuku ran into the alley. 


He came face to face with a girl then, her blonde space buns a bit out of place and an unhinged 
look in her eyes. Izuku smiled as lightly as he could as he looked her over, trying to figure out if she 
was hurt at all. “Are you okay?” 


She grinned, showing off her long canines. “Now I am!” She giggled. “Thanks for the opening by 
the way!” 


Izuku nodded. So she had been the one to knock her attacker out. Her eyes were slit like cat’s eyes 
and he found himself staring. “Of course. It’s, ah, it’s what anyone else would do.” 


She tilted her head, but didn’t refute it. “Whatever you say, Cutie-kun! Hey, we’re friends now, 
right?!” Izuku nodded, even as his heart felt like it was going to fall out of his chest. ““A-ma-zing! 
That means you can call me Himi-chan!” 


Izuku swallowed hard. “Ahh, what’s your name then? Mine’s Makoto Tanuki.” 


She squealed and Izuku did his best to not cringe. Something was off about her and although he 
couldn’t pin what it was, he was freaking out. “A cute name for a cute face! I love it! I’m Toga 
Himiko. Just call me Himi though.” 


Izuku smiled. “Of course...Himi-chan.” She squealed. Loud Izuku pointed behind him with his 
thumb. “Well, it was amazing meeting you, but I need to get home.” 


She pouted. “Alright, Mako-kun. [ll see you soon?” 


Despite his reservations about being near her ever again, Izuku found himself nodding. “Of course, 
Himi-chan. We’re friends now.” 


She smiled widely and Izuku ran as he turned around. He took a deep breath, looking over his 
shoulder a few times as kept going on his run. It was so odd to him that he kept running into 
villains bothering civilians every time he went on a run now. It happened so much, Izuku couldn’t 
help but pick up easy tactics to use against them if it came down to it. 


Granted, he has no idea who he helped out just then. She didn’t seem like a villain, more like a 
very lonely girl. Maybe he should’ ve asked if she had somewhere to stay for the night. He’s 
positive his mother wouldn’t mind his new friend spending a few nights in the guest room. 
“Hey! Get back here you creep! That’s my purse!” 

Izuku saw a man in a hoodie grinning, running away from a lady screaming her head off. He was 
running towards Izuku and, unfortunately for him, he was faced towards the lady. Izuku smirked, 
stopping and ripping the purse out of the man’s hands as he tripped him. 


The man groaned in pain on the ground as Izuku calmly walked over towards the woman. He held 
it out. “Here you go, ma’am.” 


She took the purse, pinching his cheek as she did so. “You’re a darling young boy. Thank you, 
hunny. Thank you.” 


Izuku smiled at her. “Of course, ma’am. It’s no problem at all.” 


She looked behind him then and frowned. “Did you knock him out, sonny?” She looked him up 
and down. “Well done.” 


Izuku whipped around and realized the man had actually passed out on the sidewalk. He had no 
idea what to do then. He turned around, realizing the woman had already begun walking off. Izuku 
sat there for a few more minutes, letting her turn the corner and getting out of eyesight before he 
stood and stretched. 


Izuku, more confused than he’s ever felt, ran back towards Hatsume’s house then, taking care to 
focus on his breathing and silencing his footsteps as they landed on the pavement below. He didn’t 
know what was happening anymore, but Izuku promised to himself that he’d find out. 
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Nedzu made a face at his phone, feeling more than inconvenienced just by seeing her caller ID 
taking over his screen. 


With a sigh, Nedzu answered. “Kinoshita-san! What a pleasant surprise!” 


As usual, the President ignored his subtle jab and went straight to business. “Nedzu-san. A case has 
made its way to my desk. I was hoping I could trust you to be the one to crack it.” 


He smirked. “I have to refrain from making any promises, but I’d love to see what has you 
stumped.” 


She huffed, but still refused to address his jabs. Hmm. Maybe this case was more serious than their 
hateful work relationship. “Excellent. I’ve already sent over everything we have. The activity has 
been happening for the past few months, though we suspect foul play for much longer than that.” 
Nedzu clicked open his computer and Kinoshita clicked her tongue. “Currently, we consider this a 
D-rank threat, though that may change with time.” 


Nedzu nodded. “I understand, Kinoshita-san.” 
“Good. Iwasaki-san will be in touch with you.” 
She hung up quickly, though Nedzu didn’t mind as he started reading through the case file. 


They didn’t have much. All there was to be worried about was how quickly villain activity 
decreased around the southside of Tokyo. A suggestion of foul play being involved, which meant 
Nedzu might be looking at a new serial killer on the rise. 


Though, there was no evidence of bodies. Perhaps a quirk that can be used to deal with bodies 
easily? Granted, there might be a completely different reason why villain activity was going down 
so quickly. A reason without the threat of violence. 


Nedzu flipped through the reports they had already in the files as he poured himself another cup of 
tea with a pleasant smile. 


He finally had something else to focus his attention, and he was smart enough to enjoy the reprieve 
when he got one. 


His search for his future successor student didn’t go to plan. Nedzu went as far as to expand his 
search across the whole country and had Ectoplasm make as many clones as it took to go through 
every junior high yearbook they could. He actually ended up giving the man a raise, though that 
was because Nedzu found him sobbing hysterically to Snipe as they clung to each other, running 


away from him. 


But! Because Nedzu was stuck at a standstill, he didn’t know what to do to find the child. He had 
exhausted the most sane of his options and Aizawa kept using logic against him when he suggested 
getting physical with their search. Even Yamada was against a few of Nedzu’s ideas, which meant 
he wouldn’t be able to talk his way out of being arrested if he ended up going through with them. 


Needless to say, Nedzu had been sulking. He was invested in his school, yes, but his attention was 
divided, thus leading Aizawa to pick up more of the ‘parent-principal’ conversations. Nedzu 
smiled at that thought. It did always lift his spirits to see Aizawa suffering through a meeting 
meant for Nedzu. He lessened the mountain of paperwork, giving him a brief reprieve from 
meaningless contracts and signatures as he watched Aizawa do his best dealing with the extreme 
parents. 


He looked back at his computer, sipping his tea as he did so. The case was almost open and shut, 
but something told Nedzu this case would be anything but. That made him smile. He loved being 
challenged properly. Although his mystery bank hostage child was currently proving to be too 
challenging, a case like this could be the perfect thing for Nedzu to feel more sure of himself 
again. 


Thankfully, this didn’t seem like the type of puzzle Nedzu could solve overnight, and how he did 
love a beautifully complex game when it came together in the end. 


He looked through what he could before his staff meeting. The case seemed different. Villain 
activity was going down and while that was a good thing, not too many heroes spent their time 
patrolling the outskirts of the southside. That was actually considered the ‘safe zone’ for most 
villains because of how deserted it was heroes-wise. 


Of course, the Hero Commission didn’t care about the effects of what was happening. They just 
needed to find out exactly why this was happening. 


Nedzu scoffed. Humans were self-sufficient and resourceful when they wanted to be. It was very 
likely that a villain decided to take matters into their own hands and helped govern the crime in 
their hometown. Perhaps go as far as to offer them something in exchange for less crime 
throughout the city. 


Business deals tended to end messily though, so Nedzu didn’t put too much merit into that idea. 
Even with contractual obligations, villains liked to use fear to motivate their underlings and 
followers. Those who became villains in the first place didn’t think about any other strategies to 
inspire respect, thus, leading to their inevitable downfall. 


“Nedzu?” Yamada knocked on the door as he walked through, holding it open dramatically for his 
company to join him. Aizawa rolled his eyes at the man, but sauntered through, Kayama right on 
his heels. 


He grinned. “Hello. To what do I owe the pleasure of seeing you three in my office?” 
Aizawa shoved his hands in his pockets. “We’re supposed to ask how you were doing.” 
“Ah.” Nedzu blinked. “I have a new case to busy myself with.” 

Yamada grinned. “That’s great! Anything we can do to help?!” 


Nedzu let a smirk slide onto his face and watched as Aizawa smacked Yamada’s head. “Now that 
you mention it, I could use you three tonight. Just a simple patrol.” 


Aizawa raised a brow. “You mean information gathering?” 


Kayama rolled her eyes. ““Nedzu~ We told you we wouldn’t be stalking a kid. Especially not at 
night.” 


Nedzu waved his paw. “I’m well aware, Kayama-chan. Don’t be so silly. ’'m simply in need of 
extra hands with this case.” 


Kayama eyed him. “If you’re sure. Text me the route and I’Il be sure to be there.” 
Nedzu grinned. “Of course.” 
Aizawa sighed as he turned around and Yamada grinned. “Count us in!” 


Nedzu watched them filter out of his office quietly, smirking as Aizawa wacked both of them over 
the head, presumably for getting mixed up in Nedzu’s wishes. 


Once they left, Nedzu gave them everything they’d need to know, including the best possible 
routes and costumes for the night. It was a long night for Nedzu, who was up at random hours, 
curiously checking his phone to see if any progress had been made yet or not. He hardly slept, but 
was still the first one in the school the coming morning. He made coffee and tea, set out some 
biscuits, and waited. 


They stopped by in the morning, not too long after he had set everything up. Aizawa looked as tired 
as usual, though he seemed happy enough that his two friends were as quiet as they were this 
morning. It must’ ve been a long night then. 


Yamada kept blinking and squinting, like the lights in the school were too bright for him. Kayama 
was wide-eyed, drinking a coffee that Nedzu would bet money wasn’t her first this morning. 


He smiled, not appearing too chipper. The last time he had done his cheerful act when all three 
were sleep-deprived, he nearly lost his hearing and gained a wonderful appreciation for the fact 
that they decided to become heroes. 


“There was nothing to report, Nedzu-san.” Kayama finally spoke up, detaching her lips from her 
coffee cup long enough to force the words out, looking a bit disappointed. Aizawa nodded, 
confirming her words and Yamada hummed. He waved the three of them out of his office, not 
bothering to do anything except stare at the wall in front of him until the door closed behind his 
employees. 


Then, Nedzu smiled. 
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“of course, you all want to be heroes, don’t you?” Hanabata-sensei grinned, throwing their papers 
carelessly into the air. Izuku wondered how stupid the man felt when he had to pick those up after 
they all left. 


“Hey! Don’t lump me in with these extras, sensei!” Bakugou yapped, his hands sparking at the use 
of his quirk. Izuku damn near rolled his eyes. “I'll be the only one getting into UA from this 
school!” 


“Mm. Mhmm.” Hanabata-sensei nodded along, like placating a child. Izuku almost snickered when 
Bakugou looked offended. He may not like his homeroom teacher, but sometimes the man was 
amusing. “Oh! And it looks like Midoriya applied to UA as well. Isn’t that right?” 


Izuku takes it back. He’d like to see this man’s face stomped into the ground. 


Bakugou whirled on him and Izuku sent a betrayed look towards his teacher. Of course, it went 
ignored, but it was sentiment that counted. 


“Hah?!” Bakugou’s hands sparked again and Izuku couldn’t stop himself from looking. “You think 
a nerd like you can get into UA? Yeah right! That place is for future number one heroes! Like me! 
Don’t even think about following me to UA, you got that?!” 


Izuku nodded, dipping his head down so he didn’t need to see Bakugou anymore. He couldn’t help 
but think about what he was going to show Hatsume tonight. He was super excited for his new 
designs. Getting her to leave her water-powered jetpack alone enough to read through his 
blueprints though, that might be a challenge. 


He spent the rest of the day minding his own business, drawing in his notebook, and pretending to 
listen to his teachers. He tried to listen to them. Really, he did! But they were so monotone and the 
subjects were so boring he couldn’t help but revert back to analysis of a prosthetic he saw someone 
wearing on his way to school today. 


The bell rang and Izuku celebrated that fact for all of two seconds until he looked up and realized 
he was alone with Bakugou and his extras. Oh, he was going to have to sew back together his 
uniform, wasn't he? He had gotten so lucky this year he really should’ ve seen this coming. 


“What’s this?” Bakugou sneered cruelly as he stole Izuku’s analysis notebook. He clapped it, 
setting off a small explosion to char the notebook and tossed it out the window. Izuku clapped his 
hands over his mouth, trying not to let his devastation become audible. 


He had spent so many hours pouring over that notebook. He spent so long with Hatsume to figure 


out perfect schematics to transfer to his blueprints. Those silly pieces of paper had been something 
he had dedicated hundreds and thousands of hours towards. He couldn’t help but cry. It hurt to see 
his work so carelessly ruined. Something he had dedicated so much of himself to; ruined in 
seconds. 


“Hey, I have a bright idea,” Bakugou’s voice filtered back through the haze settling in Izuku’s 
mind. Izuku wondered how much of Bakugou’s rant he missed. He wiped his eyes, staring at the 
other boy. “If you want a quirk so bad, take a swan dive off the roof and pray for one in your next 
lite 


He smirked wickedly and then sauntered out the door, his stupid lackeys cackling and following 
along. 


Izuku blinked then, a rush of annoyance washing through him. Since when did Izuku ever want a 
quirk? Maybe when he was fucking four, but ever since then? It wasn’t a defining factor in his life. 
Why would it be? 


What kind of an insult was that? He’s positive Bakugou has said better. Telling Izuku to kill 
himself was ridiculous. Bakugou could actually get in real trouble for saying something like that 
to him. 


Izuku scoffed then, grabbing his bag and trudging towards the door. Honestly, Bakugou was lucky 
Izuku didn’t care to go through with it. Then the boy wouldn’t even be able to become a hero like 
he wanted to! 


Izuku huffed to himself as he stormed his way outside. He nearly cried when he found his things in 
the same koi pond the school had insisted on putting in. Bending down, he grabbed his notebook, 
sniffling when the soggy thing hung heavily in his hand. 


He decided then and there to go to Hatsume’s house. He didn’t want to talk to his mother about 
what was happening and he knew he wouldn’t be able to hide his plummeting mood from her. 
Hatsume though, she wouldn’t even care. She’d toss a screwdriver at him and put him to work. She 
might also modify a hair dryer to help him dry out his notebook. 


Just the thought of something silly like that happening had his head lifting higher as he walked. 
Unfortunately, that was the wrong decision. 


Someone’s elbow landed home on Izuku’s nose, springing hears to his eyes as he squeezed them 
shut. He hated getting knocked in the nose, mostly because of how fast his waterworks started 
after the hits. 


“Oh shit , Sako! You just hit that brat!” Someone breated the other. 


Izuku held his nose, stumbling a bit as his eyes cracked open. There was a man with a red eye mask 
on, tied around the back. He had an obvious lizard mutation and two sticks strapped to his back. 
The one being berated was rubbing the back of his neck. He had short brown hair, tanned skin and 
dark brown eyes. He was in dress pants and an orange turtleneck, a green marble strung up in a 
necklace around his neck. The man’s elbow had a red spot staining it and Izuku felt so bad when he 
realized what happened. 


“Tam so sorry , sir!” Izuku bowed, even as he held his nose. “I didn’t mean to stain your clothes!” 


The guy with a lizard mutation pushed on his shoulder, forcing him back upright as the two looked 
at him, concerned and confused. Izuku tilted his head. Why were these guys confused? 


“Kid, you know I hit you , right?” Izuku nodded and the guy nodded back, looking more confused. 
“So... why are you apologizing to me?” 


Izuku blinked, looked up towards the sky, and rocked on his heels. Then he shrugged. 


The guy crouched down in front of him then and frowned. “Does anything feel dizzy? Do you 
remember your name?” 


Izuku frowned. “No. And yeah, my name is Makoto Tanuki.” He tilted his head then. “Why do you 
ask?” 


The guy in front of him smiled as he held up three fingers. “Can you tell me how many fingers ’'m 
holding up?” 


Izuku narrowed his eyes. “I’m not concussed.” 
The man smirked. “Think of it as a magic trick then.” 
“Three?” 


He grinned, showing his other hand that also had three fingers held up. “Tough luck, Makoto-kun. 
Maybe next time.” 


Izuku smiled. “Technically, I was still right. You only had three fingers up on each hand.” 
The man looked at him as his friend laughed. “Alright, kid. Well done.” 
“What do I win?” Izuku pushed on, happy with how responsive these guys were. 


The man smirked, holding out his hand with a dramatic flourish. “My name is Atsuhiro Sako. It’s a 
pleasure to meet your acquaintance.” 


Izuku looked at the man’s hand and tried to hold back his grin. “Ahh. Maybe, let’s not shake hands 
right now.” 


“Right. Right.” Atsuhiro sheepishly chuckled, standing back up to his full height. 


The guy with the eye mask awkwardly handed over a handkerchief. “You can call me Spinner by 
the way.” 


Izuku took it without refuting, knowing how bloody his hands must be by then. He tilted his head 
back with a hardly audible groan, looking towards the sky. 


“Today has been too long.” Izuku said suddenly. “I’m gonna get going. You’re welcome to join me 
on my walk.” 


Izuku dropped his head back down in time to see both men staring at each, more confused than 
they had any right to look. Spinner seemed uncomfortable with it all and Atsuhrio turned towards 
him, a strange furrow in his brows. 


“We could be villains.” He said, like he was pointing out the obvious. 


Izuku rolled his eyes. “Yes, but who cares. You guys cared enough to ask if I was okay after that 
hit. Most people wouldn’t even care.” 


Spinner’s eyes widened. “Kid, are you okay?” 


Izuku smiled. “Yeah, of course! Now, come on. It looks shady just standing here in an alley with a 
little kid.” 


He almost snickered when the two men looked around then, panicked and worried. Izuku walked 
out, letting them follow him as he spoke up again. “If you feel like you guys honestly owe me 
something, promise to avoid hitting me again, and we’ll call it even.” 


“That doesn’t feel like a fair trade.” Atsuhiro pointed out. 
Izuku looked at him. ““Wouldn’t that mean the deal’s in your favor? Take it.” 
He nodded, looking uncomfortable with the idea of an unfair trade. 


“Wait! How about, we never hit you again and you promise us you’re safe.” Spinner finally 
proposed. Atsuhiro perked up, nodding hard at the proposition. 


Izuku smiled. “You guys are sweet, but I promise I’m as safe as I can possibly get.” 


“Are you sure about that?” Spinner questioned, looking weird, fiddling with the sticks on his back. 
“For all you know, we could be awful vil-” 


“Awful, no-good, heartless villains. Yes, yes. I believe you’ ve mentioned something like that 
before.” Izuku drawled, coming close to rolling his eyes again. Spinner honestly needed to learn a 
big lesson in self-worth. “You guys aren’t heartless. You guys aren’t mean. And, you guys have 
been keeping me company and talking with me this whole time, which means you’re nice and 
considerate .” 


He turned then, looking at both of them. “I don’t care if you’re villains or accountants. You’re nice 
people.” Izuku turned back around. “‘That’s all that really matters to me.” 


“What if we’re only following you to your house so we can come back and rob it?” Atsuhiro 
pointed out. 


Izuku huffed. “I'd pity anyone who tried to rob the house I’m going to.” 
Spinner cocked his head. “You think your house is that safe?” 


Izuku chuckled, thinking about Hatsume’s newest security system. “I'm positive.” He sniffed then, 
dabbing the clean edge of his hankering along the bottom of his nose. “Besides, I’m gonna get a 
drink and camp out at the konbini for a bit.” 


Atsuhiro frowned at him. “And why would you do that?” 
Izuku grinned. “Basic rule. Stranger danger.” 


Atsuhiro chuckled then, and Izuku felt an absurd amount of pride for being the one to make him 
laugh like that. 


They walked him to the konbini, the one that was four blocks away from where Hatsume lived. 
Izuku walked around, grabbing a few different rice balls, smiling to himself when Spinner and 
Atushiro awkwardly sat down in the front, looking around as they did so. He grabbed a few drinks 
as well before paying and making his way over. 


Dropping everything, he pushed over two iced teas and rice balls towards them, ignoring their 
annoyed looks as he opened his tea and drank. 


“You're a bit of a brat, aren’t you?” Atsuhiro grumbled. 
Izuku shrugged. “That’s what I’m told. I think it’s just because I’m still a growing boy.” 
Spinner snorted. “Right. That explains everything.” 


They spoke for a few hours more, long enough to where Izuku was wondering if he needed to be 
rude and kick these guys out. He’s certain Hatsume would cook up a new punishment for being 
late again. The last time Izuku had worried her and arrived two hours late without a text, she had 
piled a bunch of things she wanted from the beach into an old fridge, sat on top of it and had him 
walk it to the shop. 


That nearly took him out. 


Before Izuku could keep thinking, Spinner stood up and stretched as Atsuhiro took their trash. It 
disappeared right in front of Izuku’s eyes and he had to admit, it was a really cool trick. 


“Well, thank you for the lovely evening, young one.” Atushiro bowed. 
Spinner grinned. “Try to avoid any more stray elbows on your way home.” 
Izuku rolled his eyes. “Ill do my best. Have a great night!” 


The two finally walked out and Izuku sighed. He grabbed another drink on his way out, walking 
quickly towards Hatsume’s. Sure, he might be running towards his death, but at least she would 
make it interesting. 


He knocked on the garage twice, lifting it up and nearly dropping it on his head when Hatsume 
glared at him. He stood there, unwilling to be the first to move as she sized him up. She was not 
happy with him and if the way she was eyeing his face was any indication, he was probably in for 
a long night of testing her inventions. 


Hatsume said nothing, turning back around and walking towards the fridge. She got into the 
freezer, chucking something at Izuku as soon as she turned around. 


Izuku groaned when it smacked right into his nose, unhappy with the abuse his nose was going 
through today. He opened his eyes, finally figuring out she had thrown an ice pack at his face. He 
glanced around to see her going back to her project quietly, roughing up her jetpack’s tubes. 


He knew she hated seeing him beaten up for some reason. Hatsume had actually figured out where 
Izuku went to school and regularly threatened to burn the institution down for small comments 
Izuku had made about his peers. So, of course, he shouldn’t be surprised that Hatsume was angry 
right now. He’s honestly surprised he was getting the silent treatment rather than some 
meaningless punishment. 


He’d take the really weird, very crazy punishment for being reckless over the silent treatment 
anyday. 


Izuku sighed, grabbing the ice pack and placing it on his bruising nose. “I walked right into them 
and they smacked my nose. I promise nothing bad happened.” 


She huffed as Izuku walked closer. “It wasn’t even from someone at school. This guy was just on 
the street and I was the one stupid enough to walk right in front of him.” 


Hatsume glared at him, so Izuku put the ice pack down. 


“T didn’t give that to you to make my table cold.” She said with a frown. 
Izuku shrugged. “I know. Thanks by the way, but I promise I’m okay.” 


Hatsume huffed, rolling her eyes. “I know that, but-” she sighed. “You need to actually answer 
your phone when things happen, Midori-kun.” 


Izuku shifted awkwardly as he nodded. He wasn’t on his phone for anything past hero fights and to 
look up something quickly, but that could change. “Deal.” 


She eyed him. “T’ll believe it when you text me tonight once you get home.” Izuku nodded eagerly 
and the rest of her icy exterior melted as she grinned. “And, since you’re here, you might as well 
test this out for me, right?” 


Izuku looked at the half-finished jetpack with unease. “How likely is it to explode?” 
Hatsume cackled. “That doesn’t matter!” 


Izuku gulped. 


Izuku sighed to himself as he walked back home, happy to be under the cover of the night. He 
loved the quiet that came with the night, and sure, perhaps there was another reason why he started 
to love his nightly walks, but no one could prove he was doing anything on purpose and there was 
no reason why he should stop. 


He wasn’t exactly helping people. Izuku already knew it was impossible for him to help people the 
same way heroes help them, but he was doing the step right below it all. He was giving people the 
chance to go get help. He wasn’t the help in the situations that seem to find him every night, but he 
was the first step towards being able to go home safely. 


And really, that’s all he needed. He only wanted to help people and if he would help them find real 
help, he would do it. 


So he would keep up with his nightly walks and runs. He would keep distracting low-level thugs 
until the civilian was safe. He would keep fighting the occasional violent villain until the police 
were called. Izuku would keep knocking villains out and propping them up against the alley walls, 
keeping watch until they were taken away by the police. Izuku would do his absolute best to make 
sure the civilians were okay before walking away, intent to let others help them. 


He knew he would only distract heroes and police from the real issue, so Izuku made sure to keep 
away when he realized help was on their way. He didn’t want to annoy them by his excited 
muttering and he certainly didn’t want to distract them in any way. 


By accident, Izuku has started to avoid heroes like the plague. Not necessarily out of fear, but 
because he didn’t want them to distract themselves by paying him any attention. He really didn’t 
mean to, but it seemed like a basic reflex now. Duck into an alleyway, cross the street, do anything 
to get away when a hero shows up. Izuku really only stayed put when he was watching a hero fight 
now. 


Izuku walked around the corner and ran straight into someone, knocking him on his ass. Izuku 
groaned a bit, his thoughts jumbled around. Izuku sank further on the ground, most of him resigned 
to this happening. It might as well, since he’d already been punched and hit in the past few hours. 
Why not add being shoved on his ass to the list as well? 


He looked up only to see a man with shaggy long hair and dark eyes peering down at him. A white 
scarf was wrapped around him and the black shirt and pants he was in looked dirty enough to 
where Izuku felt like asking the man if he’d like some money. Maybe he’d rob Izuku so he 
wouldn’t need to offer it up. Usually, when Izuku offered, it hurt people’s egos, but he could 
pretend to be robbed again if it would help this man get a decent meal for the night. 


“Sho! What the hell?” A woman called out, walking towards them quickly. She was also in a dark 
outfit, a hat on her head and something dangling from her waist. It almost looked like a whip, but 
Izuku decided he was just seeing things, if only to forget that a whip was being carried around like 
a casual thing to have on hand. 


The old, probably homeless man, grunted, peering down at Izuku and gestured towards him on the 
ground, like that explained what had happened. That’s when he realized he was still on the ground. 
Laughing sheepishly, Izuku clambered up from his seat on the sidewalk and took a few, hopefully 
unnoticeable, steps backwards. With this woman around, Izuku wasn’t sure the man would rob 
him. Izuku was also worried it would turn into more than a simple robbery if Izuku made himself 
an easy target for the both of them. 


“T apologize. I didn’t mean to run into you, sir.” Izuku said with a slight bow. 


The man grunted at him again and Izuku blinked. He didn’t speak caveman. He had no idea what 
he was supposed to respond with. The man sighed then and Izuku perked up. He knew what that 
sound meant. 


He straightened up, smiling as placatingly as possible while backing away. “Again, I’m so sorry. I 
never meant to run into you. Have a great night.” The girl next to the homeless guy looked 
confused, but Izuku wasn’t explaining what the hell just happened. 


Izuku took off, running as fast as he could. He hated being stuck in awkward situations, especially 
when one clearly didn’t speak much beyond simple grunts and huffs. Izuku frowned to himself 
then. He wondered why his brain registered that sigh as a bad thing. The sigh honestly sounded 
like the sigh his teachers would give him whenever Kacchan tried to play with him on the 
playground. There was something annoyed in the sigh, but most of it was exasperation. 


Izuku stopped running, stopped moving, and paused at that. 
Was Izuku capable of speaking caveman too? 


He began walking back home, a bit of a pep in his step. He was excited to get home and see if he 
was multilingual. What an exciting night! 


Chapter End Notes 


I guess a warning for everyone that expects angst? I won't be deep-diving into angst. 
Like, look at the premise of this fic. This shit is not designed to make anyone cry or 
feel overly sad. 


That being said, I don’t think Izuku cried too much over the fact that Bakugou told 
him to kys. I seriously don’t. 

He seemed stable enough and while the angst potential is amazing in fanfics and I will 
always love the AU’s created from this moment, Izuku literally brushed it off and dgaf 


at all in canon. He scolded the boy in his mind and then went about his day. 

Either way, in this fic, Izuku does not care and is long over Bakugou’s tantrums. Yes, 
Izuku still looks up to Bakugou and is so excited to see what hero he will become, but 
that doesn’t matter when Izuku doesn’t respect him as a friend. 


Also, Izuku didn’t recognize Midnight and Eraserhead because no heroes patrol where 
he was and he didn’t get a fantastic look at their faces in the dark. 


End Notes 


new chapters come out every Sunday :) 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


